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EN i divide. 


A Visual Essay by Kalle Lasn 


Inspired by Hanif Kureishi’s October 6, 2006 article in the Manchester Guardian 
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a passionate struggle for freedom is 
deeply embedded in the history of the 
western world. it still inspires us today. 
and it still inspires oppressed people 
everywhere. freedom is our great 
meta-meme, the crowning jewel of our 
civilization . . . 
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in our own back yard, 


freedom has taken a perverse; hyper-individualis- 





tic turn. 
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Randall Cosco 


we now drink more, do more drugs, live more 
promiscuously, spend more money, use up more 
resources, create more waste, and deliberately 
flaunt our wealth, power and sexuality more than 
any other culture on earth. 


when a modest, pious man living in a poor village 
[a world away looks at us, what does he see? 














FREEDOM WILL ENDURE 
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kristen stewart 
classic T 


men are Jike 
the American 
thick-thighed 
‚buffed and buzz-cut 
an all-terrain mouth 
Saddle-stiched 
Straddling benches 
lounging 
‘at intetnational depots 
recounting 


> the heroism of slick 


Invasions 

into dark 

oil-rich landscapes 
With such missionary 
zeal that 

a woman 

feels the urgent 
need to liberate 
herself. 


-Pinelopi 


_ Gfamatikopoulos 



























while 79% of university 
entrants in 1970 said their 
goal in life was to develop 
“a meaningful philosophy of 
life,” by 2005, 75% defined 
their life’s objective as “being 
very well off financially.” 

| what happened? » 
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Have we found total freedom, ' 
or absolute disconnect? , 

Are we becoming more, 
liberated, or just increasingly 
self-centered and alienated? 
What, really, are our moral, 
cultural and spiritual 
foundations now? 




















Aussie men turn 
‘metrosexual’ 











where in the world, the crisis has more to do with 
the omen hich could 
а сеп Aussie теп and 
submissiv i: en has quadrupled in 
the last ten years 





























It's the bus, it shudders moans transports 

She's the single working mother, she nods plays worries 
He's the weirdo, he fidgets fidgets mumbles 

He's the homeboy wannabe, he swears swaggers shouts 
They're the teenaged temptresses, they smile laugh slink 
It's the transfer, it folds bends expires 

She's the old lady, she limps shakes talks 

He's the disgruntled driver, he sighs frowns listens 

She's the college student, she studies writes sleeps 

He's the drunk guy, he smells stumbles falls 

It's the rain, it drips beads surrounds 

She's the business woman w/ designer coffee she sips reads sips 
They're the idle youth, they stare taunt grin 

He's the boyfriend, he kisses hugs protects 

She's the girlfriend, she kisses hugs nuzzles 

It's the empty pop can, it rolls rolls clinks 

He's the headphoned dude, he thumps thumps thumps 
I'm the chameleon, | blend watch note 


We're the brainpanned cattle we are 
being 
herded 


to the 
next 
-R. Daniel Lester 





from one 
place 





we in the affluent west are now 
experiencing negative population 
growth and precipitously dropping 
fertility. Could it be the by-product 
of our increasing social breakdown? 

r perhaps an unconscious, 
collective suicide... ? 





Baby Drought 

Across the European Union, fertility rates 
have dropped well below the level that 
maintains population: 2.1 children per 
woman. 





Fertility rates in 1970 @ 
Fertility rates іп 2004 mm 
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why are we trying to impose our freedom 












Benjamin Lowy/CORBIS. 
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oh perverse irony .~ . now there's 
aliis movement around the 
world – a new kindof freedom 
fight — to be free of our brand of 
me-first freedom. 





we kill ourselves slowly, by eating too much or too little, becoming fat, or 
anorexic, or diabetic. physically and psychologically we whither away in our 
culture of collective self-absorption and material sloth. and our boundless, 
insatiable greed now threatens to drag the entire planet down with us. 


meanwhile, in our eyes, the islamist suicide bomber has come to epitomize 
“the terrorist”, a modern savage, a psychopathic degenerate utterly discon- 
nected from any redeeming social or moral values. yet, in fact, this “other” is 
aman whose life revolves around the mosque, daily prayer, restrained dress, 
moderate fasting, a tight-knit family and community. When pushed to the 
limit, a committed muslim may decide to sacrifice his own life, his own body, 
for what he sees as a greater social and spiritual good. which one of us in 
the west will do this now? 


this is the existential divide. 


Ahmad Al-Rubaye/AFP/GETTY IMAGES 


Two-thirds 
of teenagers 
too fat to 

be soldiers 


The latest opponents of fast food and junk food 
may be Britain’s own national army. As if it 
weren’t hard enough for the beleaguered military 
to sign up young recruits, research suggests 
that an increasing number of teens in the UK 

are too fat to be soldiers. Last year, the BMI for 
male army recruits had to be dropped from 28 
to 32 bec ig obesity rates among 





this issue NO.70: adbusters editorial 
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BLUEPRINT FOR A NEW LEFT 


After years of taking a trouncing in many parts of the world, we on the 
progressive left now seem poised for a major comeback. We've certainly 
been helped by the spectacular bungling of the neocon-led, Anglo- 
American axis of aggression. The question is, are we ready to step 

up to the plate? Can we fill the political void with new ideas and fresh 
perspectives, or are we still the whiny, complaint-based defeatists of 
the past? 

There's a vigorous resurgence of the left going on in Latin America and 
other parts of the world, but here in the affluent West, | think we are still, 
by and large, lost at sea. Try as we may, we have not been able to zero 
in on a narrative, a storyline, a compelling way of framing our agenda. 

In Canada and the US especially, we're still afraid, scared in fact, rattled 
- terrified of being labeled unpatriotic, anti-Semitic, soft on terror. And we 
remain a dry and cerebral bunch - too cold and nihilistic to engage the 
fundamentalist right on hot moral and spiritual issues like abortion, gay 
rights and evolution. 

But what hurts us most of all is our timidity. While the neocons have any 
number of fired-up “thrashers” who delight in mocking and lambasting us, 
we don't seem to be able to muster a single spokesperson (maybe down 
the road, Obama or Spitzer?) with the assurance and intellectual clarity to 
take on a Negroponte, Wolfowitz or Perle. Where is our ability to kick ass? 

In order for us to become the dreamers, the visionaries, the risk-takers, 
the kind of people who galvanize campuses, sway elections and command 
respect in the media every day, we must be born again. Here are a few 
ways to dip your head in the water: 


_ Stop hiding - get back in the public eye - do something a little wild every day 

_ Go to Kenya, Brazil, India - rub shoulders with the activists there 

_ Explore visionary ideas - then embrace one of them 

_ Join a Third Party - then put up the fight of your life 

_ Work on your morals - admit that whichever way you look at it, abortion is a tragedy 
- Meditate on what happened before the Big Bang 

- Live without dead time 


This and the next few issues of Adbusters are dedicated to a mighty resurgence on the left 
- getting back our spark, our rage and becoming a spiritually ablaze movement again, 


for Ha wild, Kalle 

























































our ad-infested, violence fi 
erotically charged media is 
of the root causes of our es 

dis-ease. 

























Let me try and draw a picture for you. 

Pd been downtown at the Berne facility for the Mentally Ques- 
tionable for about ten years, always carrying a load of about 15 
teenaged attempted suicides. The number ebbed and flowed. The 
kids drifted in and out. Sometimes I carried more, 18 maybe, some- 
round ten. But always a classroom full of individuals 








times le: 
who had at one point declared “Enough!” 

My office and playroom stood on the third floor overlooking 
Wilkers Avenue. I liked to keep the windows open during sessions, 
letting the sounds of reality — honking cars, pedestrian traf 
rens, and the occasional “Hey Asshole!” drift up to my charges. I 
hoped it would jog memories or loosen constipated awareness. It 
paid off eventually. 

A typical bunch consisted of a few pushy types, some loud ones, 
even one or two jovial ones, sardonic more likely. And there was 
always at least one quiet and apparently self-contained person. In 
short, my charges were a good sampling of the great American Pie. 
If you stepped in during Group, you'd think you'd happened upon 
a high school history class, with everyone seeming so normally 
teenaged: pimpled, abrasive, naive, and sort of sweet even. 

One year, though, Group was different - the year with Cindy S., 
the quiet one. Cindy S. wasn't so much quiet as she was clean: hair 
always in place, clothes neat. She never spoke unless spoken to and 
always followed rules or even suggestions to the letter. I imagined 
her dad to be a military man. Or maybe a televangelist. She was so 
straight it was obvious why she'd wound up at Berne. 

During this particular year, my days passed as unremarkably as 
usual as I slowly worked through the humdrum exercises a person 
in my situation uses. The Berne mandate was not so much to get 
our patients back on track to a productive life, but to keep them 
alive as long as the state or Papa paid the bills. Once our charges 
passed back through the doors to the normal world, we no longer 
gave them a thought. A good psychiatrist does not follow the life 
story of a former patient. 

I tried to be different, though, above all that. And even after 
ten years in the business, Pd maintained the optimism of a green 
practitioner. I truly wanted to see these girls progress to sta 
Of course I lacked tools — money to buy props — but I worked cre- 
atively, and thought I made a difference. I hadn’t up until that time. 







































by sue lange 





Not really. Not until Cindy S. did I know what true progress was. 

My schedule required I see each girl alone once a week. In addi- 
tion, every afternoon I saw the whole lot together in Group. Group 
was my specialty. That's where I shone. I invented activities for us 
to work on together while airing our insanity out loud. I'd have 
them doing projects with yarn and glue, stuff that the Berne m 
trons might not be too happy that I put in the girls’ hands. I trusted 
my girls, though, and gave them interesting materials that would 
stimulate their minds. We did macramé, découpage, coloring. That 
sort of thing. 

I always made a little progress in this way. Baby steps. The work 
offered the girls a way to open up that just plain talking never did. 
One on one, girls often offer little in the way of self-expression. 
They risk nothing. But in Group, they'll sort themselves out. Es- 
pecially in my Group. But nothing worked well with Cindy S. She 
evaded me even in Group, providing no insights or breakthroughs. 
She did her activities without the usual comparison to the work of 
others. She completed the assignments with no posturing or pout- 
ing or flair whatsoever. 

One wondrous day I got the idea for the girls to do collages. 1 
collected up a bunch of fashion magazines stored in the basement 
= years of waiting room offal, itself waiting for a day of judgment 
or perhaps the recycling van. I plopped hundreds of the glossy mag- 
azines onto the work table, added some paste buckets and 11x14 
cardboards, and instructed the girls to create statements about 
themselves. 

“Use the pictures in the magazines to describe yourself,” I said. 
“Do as many different collages as you need to give us a full picture 
of what and who you are.” 

Everyone set off to work. In the midst of the expected spit wads, 
paste fights and paper mustaches glued to upper lips, they diligently 
set about making up representations of themselves as seen through 
the lens of the superficial beauty magazine. 

At the end of the afternoon, the girls left their work in piles in 
front of their places at the table. 

“We'll display and discuss them tomorrow,” I said as they filed 
out. 

Once the room emptied, I went to each place and inspected the 
work. The results were fairly predictable. Janta’s obsession with 















































her image showed up in shampoo ads, bathtub 
shots, and perfume sampler pages. Cardi had 
a lot of pasted up words like “threat,” 
“hungry,” and “hammer” superimposed over 





straight B student that took standard courses. 
No specialties. No unusual fine arts, histories, 
languages, or maths showed up. No odd reli- 
gions. No teacher had ever written in the margins 
of any of her reports using sentences like, "This 





Is clothed with animal motifs. 
The girls’ work was laid out in predictable pat- 


terns. I could tell exactly who was sitting where 
without consulting the seating chart. When I got 
to the spot where Cindy S. had sat, however, I 
stopped dead in my tracks. Here I saw a state- 
ment of unparalleled beauty. 

Geometric forms and color patterns belied a 
mind of deeper intention. Her statement was not 
a mishmash of emotional catharsis emanating 
from a soul bent on revealing information it felt 
the world should know. This was the work of a 
mathematical mind answering an illogical ques- 
tion with a logical answer. How can you rep- 
resent yourself with superficiality? By not using 
the superficial for the superficial is the answer. 
You are not a shallow person, but the tools to 
work with are shallow. You must use the tools 
not for what they were meant but turned around 
for a different purpose. She used the colors of 
the ads to build mosaics of unrelated and myste- 
rious subjects, like how a painter uses paint not 
to create color but to draw a picture using color 
to delineate areas of shade or light. The state- 
ments Cindy S. made were incomprehensible. 
But they were beautiful. 

One collage looked like a sort of fireworks dis- 
play with tiny bits of flesh-tone cutouts arranged 
in a swirl streaming from the extreme upper left 
corner, Dozens of spinning lines pinwheeled out 
to the center and edges. In a bold defiance of 
balance, the lower right section had no bits at all 
= по color, just blank space. 

A second collage had geometric objects float- 
ing in midair - a complete opposite feel from the 
first collage. They seemed to be perfectly distri 
uted about the canvas. Not necessarily in a rigid 
tile-floor pattern distribution, but somehow bal- 
anced. A big squarish object in the left half had 
a medium-sized diamond for partner in the right 
half. In another area, a small star connected up 
with another smallish star halfway across the 
page by a strand of periods, each one painstak- 
ingly cut out of a sentence of half-wit text. 

Tlooked up Cindy's records to see what in her 
past she might be illustrating in her collages, or 
to find out what abstract plane she'd lived on 
that I had missed before. Had she studied draw- 
ing or music or drama in high school maybe? 
Had she gotten in trouble for doodling on home- 
work assignments? Was she a closet dreamer? 

I found nothing. She was an unremarkable, 








student has an aptitui 

or, “This student shows an eagerness to debate,” 
or even, “This student will most likely end up in 
juvenile at some point.” There was simply noth- 
ing out on the edge with Cindy S. 

The next day in Group, the girls viewed each 
other's work. We discussed how well the girls 
had hit or missed their ma ks. The results were 
for the most part unsurprising. 

“You are definitely into yourself,” 
cluded about Janta. 

“Any you're mean as nails,” Janta said to 
Cardi. 

Everyone pretty much felt pleased with the 
work until we got to Cindy S. who made the 
bold announcement, “I’m the only one who fol- 
lowed the instructions.” 

For a moment we were all taken aback by 
such a haughty statement. 

“Wrong!” Cardi yelled. She pointed to one of 
Cindy’s collages that was nothing but different 
shades of blue arranged so no bit of the original 
representation could be discerned. “You can’t 
even figure out what yours is about,” she said. 

“You didn’t even use any words,” Janta said. 

“Words don't really describe anything,” Cin- 
dy said in the biggest sentence I'd ever heard her 
utter. She showed no emotion, neither defen- 
siveness nor hurt, she just continued in an even 
voice. “Words are used to obtain something, not 
describe or define.” 

No one knew what she meant, least of all me. 
I stood silently pondering, blinking at her from 
behind my desk. Suddenly I turned, my atten- 
tion drawn by a peel-out in the street. I stepped 
to the windows and looked down. Everywhere 
I looked were words: billboards, street signs, 
storefronts, ads painted onto the sides of build- 
ings. The world was indeed a maze of words, 
none of which were descriptive. 

I turned back to the group and slowly came 
from behind the desk and walked to Cindy S. As 
I did so, I removed my white overcoat, the thing, 
that looked like it came from a chemistry lab. It 
functioned at Berne as the mark of authority. I 
placed the coat on Cindy’s shoulders and indi- 
cated wordlessly that she should put it on. 

It fit perfectly. im 





they con- 


_Sue Lange's novella, We, Robots, was recently published 
by Aqueduct Press. 








ode to paxil 


The world used to be beautiful... 


Then In one moment of panic... 
One pink pill 
then another... 

Everything has gone dark... 

| remain a shadow of my former self 
A phantom spectator 





Lused to write more... 
Now, this is 
n3 

I've gone numb and blind... 
Struggling. 





I tried to let you go. 
But the dreams began... 
Haunted me... 

| felt high and afraid... 
Well, more like terror... 
Not fear... 

And so, one pink pill... 
Then another. 





1 feel I've doomed myself... 


! suppose you helped... 
ls this it? 
is this all there is to it? 


1 can't sleep... 

I can't wake up.. 

When | do, it's always late.. 
Don't remember the alarm going off... 
Don't remember yesterday... 
Everything hazy.... 

One pink pill... 

A few hours go by... 

Then a few more... 

Now | remember... 

The numbness is spreading... 
Another pink pill... 


Time doesn't stop... 
The days go by. 


ТАт.... 
but that is all. 


Nothing Else. 


-E. Davidson 
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Practice yoga 
Eat organic 
Recycle 
Read postive eff books 
Frequent workshops 
Donate to non-profits 
Am active in the communty 
Put my money where my heart is 











Raa credit card for people ke me.” 













The Om symbol featured on a credit 
card? Even trumping Converse's "John 
Lennon Peace Chuck," this is the 

most disgusting example of corporate 
marketing strategy and demographic 
targeting I've ever seen. | have no words 
right now. „James G., via email. 





greenwashing 





THE NEWS ExxonMobil launches a new 
campaign to tout its quest for “breakthrough 
technologies” to reduce greenhouse gas 
emissions, 


BEHIND THE NEWS In an industry not 
exactly known for environmental zeal, 
ExxonMobil enjoys the distinction of 

being the worst of the heel draggers. Oil 
giants like BP and Shell invested billions 

in alternative energy over the last several 
years; meanwhile, Exxon sunk its cash into 
fake grassroots noise and pro naysayers, 
manufacturing an aura of doubt that helped 
stall action on climate change for a decade. 
As recently as September 2006, the company 
went on record to question the human impact 
on global warming - all the while clocking 

the sort of record profits that saw it overtake 
Wal-Mart in 2005. 


C.D. 


THE NEWS According to PQ Media, 
spending on “alternative media” ads in the 
US has seen a sixteen-fold increase since 
2000, reaching about $387 million last year. 


BEHIND THE NEWS “Alternative media” 
means just about anywhere you neither 
expect nor want to see ads. To the running 
tally that already includes school buses, 
textbooks, urinal cakes, chicken eggs, and 
subway turnstiles, we can now add cleverly 
detourned men’s room doors and emergency 
exit signs – both featuring those iconic little 
men being pursued by their amorous female 
counterparts, courtesy of Unilever's Axe 
brand of body sprays. And in the skies, US 
Airways is leading the charge to plaster ads 
by the likes of Saab and Verizon Wireless on 
napkins, cups, tray tables, seat-back TVs, 
and even - wait for it - barf bags. 


ср. 





THE NEWS BtoB magazine predicts that 
2007 global ad spending will rise 5.3% to 
$631.4 billion. 


BEHIND THE NEWS Studies continue 

to point to how advertising has negative 
effects on eating habits, self-image, 
attention spans and personal contentment. 
Meanwhile, pharmaceuticals rake in eight 
times the median profit of all other Fortune 
500 companies, with top-selling drug lists 
dominated by anti-depressants, anti- 
psychotics, ADHD-meds and treatments for 
heartburn, high cholesterol and ulcers. So 
at what point do we bring all of this together 
and ask, Could bombarding people with 
thousands of ads per day actually be 

the main cause of the Western world’s 
epidemics of stress, obesity and mental 
illnesses? 


-Rob Wipond 


your i 


While watching television the other night | stum- 
bled across iPod’s latest commercial. The com- 
mercial featured beautiful people moving deliber- 
ately and rhythmically to music. As they moved 
they held an iPod in their hand. Fingers held the 
iPod away from the 
beautiful person 
and ribbons of col- 
ored lights followed 
the iPod’s move- 
ment. | was mesmer- 
ized. Once again, Apple 
had lured me (the target 
market) into the under- 
standing that iPods are 
cool, and beautiful and 
just a little bit groovy. 
As | watched, | experi- 
enced a moment of a 
thrill. Somewhere in the 
recesses of my body a 
memory was triggered. 

Naomi Klein writes 
about the evolution of 
advertising in her book 
No Logo (2000), which 
describes how early 
branding was designed 
to build consumer con- 
fidence. Aunt Jemima 
and Uncle Ben repre- 
sented down-home, 
comforting personas 
guaranteeing quality 
and reliability. Consum- 
ers could transfer their 
faith from the local store 
to a product. 

During the 1980s, this style of marketing evolved, and 
advertisers became interested in associating their product 
with a lifestyle. Swatch, Hilfiger and IZOD became symbols 
of status and prestige. Branding (and consumption) began 
to fill the gap of community and spirituality. 

As | watched iPod's latest commercial my interest was 
sparked. | contemplated my reaction, the specific place- 
ment of the fingers on the iPod, the graphics, the beautiful 
people's stance and came to a remembrance of the ex- 


TASES 





perience. Coming to adulthood in downtown Chicago, the 
experience of tagging, of spray-painting beneath dark sub- 
way stations and sides of abandoned buildings was famil- 
iar. Seeing the pointer finger held atop the iPod reclaimed 
the memory of holding the spray paint can upright, placing 
bold colors in dark places. 

As | contemplated 
Apple's commercial | was 
filled with misgivings. | 
wondered, if | had wit- 
nessed here (again) the 
evolution of the American 
psyche and an evolution of 
our deep involvement with: 
consumption and self. Be- 
fore, when we consumed 
to acquire a lifestyle, when 
we purchased a product 
to extend our sense of 
self, we were pardon- 
able, we were human. Our 
violence, to the environ- 
ment, the world and to 
foreign communities was: 
a secondary consequence: 
of understandable desires 
for self-fulfillment through 
consumption. 

Apple's commercial, be- 
lieve, has brought us to à 
new era of self, and a new 
era of advertising. Whether 
or not one believes spráy- 
painting abandoned build- 
ings and the undersides of 
El tracks is á crime, demo- 
cratic expression or the 
vagaries of youth, implicit 
in this action is violence. 
The iPod becomes aggressor as it mimics the spray paint 
can. When product and advertising gather around the 
organizing principle of violence, a new principle centers the 
public mind. In this centering the public becomes primed 
for new interactions with their communities and the world 
around them. 

-Sheila Giesbrecht 






by Nathaniel Mahlberg 


me, myself, ang 


Oh man! I can't fuckin’ believe it! Because I can’t money.” Contradiction, man. It’s like 
Dude, come over here and check this for this! The Gag Magritte’s painting “The Betrayal of 
out. their hand here. Images”: there's a pipe and the words, 
so blatant. Hey “This is Not a Pipe.” Here you’ve 
Huh? uct replicated q got anonymity and the words, “This 
by a monstrous 4 is not anonymity; it’s your unique 
Gap’s got a new ad campaign. and all you have identity.” Magritte wanted to induce 
The New York Times Magazine is images of this totally the insight: “Aha! It’s an image of a 
running it, of course. Here. Ahh! This shirt and label it the exact opposite, pipe. The image tricked me into treat- 


pisses me off! “individuality,” and people believe ing it as if it were real.” All I got to 
it. “Oh, wow! Here's my expression, say is, kids who see this Gap ad had 
Oh yeah? Why? my very self! I want it, Gap, take my better be flashin’ off like lightbulbs: 





“This is not uniqueness, it's the im- 
age of uniqueness.” People carefully 
designed these images to trick me into 
chasing them as if they're real. 


You're being too idealistic, man. 
What we express, for instance, is a 
long collage we copy and paste from 
what we've seen or read or heard 
which was itself duplicated over and 
over again. All the knowledge that's 
part of how we identify was mass- 
produced in churches and lecture 
halls and soapbox street theaters and 
books and zines and conversations, 
Individuality is the illusion. We're 
biologically geared to mimic our 
parents or other people we respect, 
like the swarming masses we are. 
to do 

s stamp 

hething 
collective. Why does this surprise 
you? What's the big deal? 





Alright, buddy, ГЇЇ tell you what 
the big deal is. First, okay, you're kin- 
da right. But look at what's goin’ on 
here! Power, maaassive power. This 
is a spectacle the Gap conjured up to 
manipulate this habit to get people 
to obey them. You've seen pictures 
of North Korean military rallies? Pm 
thinking of this one where there’s a 
massive field full of identical soldiers 
and, the thing is, that all the people 
in the stadium overlooking it are each 
holding up a placard that’s a pixel 

in this huge picture of this, ya know, 
beautiful solider thrusting his gun 
exactly as all the soldiers are doing. 
The spectacle isn’t for the spectators 
=I doubt they can even see anything 
from behind their pixel board — but 
the spectacle's for the soldiers: thou- 
sands of individuals each projecting 
their identity up into the reflection of 
what they're replicating. 





Oh, come on, you can't be com- 
paring that to ads for T-shirts. 


Hey now, 
look, here's my 
point. It’s an ex- 
treme example so 
we can't mistake 
what's goin’ on 
here. This ad cam- 
paign is a spectacle 
of identity just like 
the military parade. 
The tricky thing is 
that it’s not central- 
ized in a big sta- 
dium, but the dy- 
namic is the same. 
They're tricks, it's 
all slight-of-hand 
designed to draw 
out your identity, 
and quickly slip it 
out and replace it 
with one that obe- 
diently does what 
the magician wants 
it to do. And it's on 
such a big scale. 
They're corralling 
herds of people. 
What pisses me off 
is that generations 
and generations of 
people will have 
been screwed this 
way and yet it 
keeps on happening 
over and over. 





Okay, sure, somebody or some 
organization benefits from these sorts 
of things that get people to kill and 
die for them or become their devout 
consumer or whatever, but I still 
don't understand why you're so riled 
up about this. I mean, without this 
sort of inculcation in the first place, 
we'd have no real “identity” to get 
replaced. We're just hosts for differ- 
ent ideological viruses compete to 
infect. And, I tell you, if what you're 
saying right now for some reason gets 
replicated and disseminated, it'll start 
having the same power: it'll have a 
life of its own parasitizing people’s 








gray matter, highjacking their voice 
to spread to other hosts, drawing 
attacks from rival viewpoints. This is 
what Pm sayin’, man: resign yourself, 
we're just complicated hosts for the 
reproduction of complicated super- 
organisms. 





No, man, you're missing some- 
thing; that isn’t the whole truth. 
There's more to us than just that. 
There's this . . . potent autonomy 
that we've each got. It’s easy to be 
asleep to it. But you can see it, you 
can see it spark in those flashes of 
self-awareness when we jolt awake 
from whatever spectacle we're glued 
to — we shake our fake identity off 
their hook and have the guts to take 


it back and turn around and face that uncanny sight of vitality in each of us that rages against the forces makin’ 
a sea of our dear fellow human beings mesmerized by us into Frankensteins of factory parts, marchin’ together 
some sinister will-o’-wisps — only then can we make a true іп lockstep. That's what's flaring out of me when the Gap 
choice. Oh man, at that moment you know there’s a wild tells me that my silence, my silence: the secret moments 





in which my taproot tastes the very vitality I'm talkin’ 
about. My silence, Gap tells me, is Mia Farrow wearing 
some fuckin’ T-shirt. Fuck you, Gap. It’s one thing to try 
to suffocate it, this vitality, it’s one thing to try to snuff it 
out, but what kind of slimeball tries to steal 








it and sell it back to you? I'm takin’ a permanent marker 
to the “Y” in “Your silence” and maybe then kids’ll start 
flashin’ off like lightbulbs. im 
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No. 


The Death of Investigative Journalism 


Iraq's dead can be found buried in the back pages of 
newspapers everyday as western journalists dutifully report 
the carnage of car bombs and suicide bombers like blips 
in a stock market ticker. But the refusal of journalists to 
determine exactly how many Iraqis have lost their lives in 
the war signals the death of investigative journalist 

For four years, journalists have repeated the US 
assertion that they can’t get accurate data on the сї 
body count because of the anarchy that reigns throughout 
the ravished country. Most media outlets get their official 
record through a combination of police and morgue 
statistics and their own reporting. The figure often bandied 
about is somewhere between 45,000 and 50,000 - a gross 
undercount that doesn’t take into account the fact that 
most journalists don’t venture outside the safety of the 
Green Zone and that many Iraqis quickly bury their dead in 
accordance with Muslim customs. 

But the reluctance of western journalists to get the 
correct body count has more to do with complacency than 
chaos. Throughout the war, from 9/11 to WMD, journalists 
have echoed the excuses of their military masters without 
bothering to investigate the truth behind the allegations. 
Their docility helped contribute to the deaths of thousands 
of innocent lives and destroyed what little remaining 
credibility the mainstream media claimed to have. While 
many journalists have since offered a mea culpa for 
not challenging the Bush administration’s claims, their 
posthumous apologies hold little weight given the continued 
absence of investigative reporting in Iraq. 

Establishing the exact number of civilian causalities in 
Iraq is the barometer for the war's success and should be 
a journalist’s top priority. It is a number that the Pentagon 
is adamant in suppressing, having learned its lesson in the 
Vietnam War, where inflated death tolls fuelled the country’s 
anti-war movement. Shockingly, western journalists have 
been all too happy to comply with this suppression and have 











replaced investigative journalism with <IragBodyCount.net>, 
an online death tally that pegs the dead somewhere between 
50,000 and 56,000. But IBC only counts deaths reported 

in at least two mainstream English media websites and 
admits that its numbers are an undercount. When journalists 
quote IBC statistics, at best it signals laziness and at worst, 
contempt for the truth, 

Last October, journalists were handed a free gift when the 
respected Lancet medical journal released a detailed report 
stating that over 600,000 Iraqis had died because of the war. 
But instead of sparking major media investigations on what 
the actual body count might be, journalists either discredited 
the accuracy of the study or stated that body count figures 
are controversial. By planting the seed of doubt and not 
countering it with their own study, journalists have rendered 
the scientific research meaningless. 

In 2005, Fairness & Accuracy in Reporting (FAIR) 
criticized the American media for “showing little interest 
in documenting or quantifying the suffering of Iraqis.” 
While the media offers detailed statistics about its own 
fallen US soldiers and keeps a running tally of the number 
of journalists killed, it can’t even bother to dignify Iraq’s 
dead by counting them. The Associated Press didn’t start 
collecting data on the civilian body count until April 28, 
2005, when the Iraqi government took office. 

When the subject is confusing and controversial, it is the 
duty of journalists to pursue the truth and disseminate the 
information for the general public. The refusal of journalists 
to research the number of dead Iraqis allows the US military 
to manipulate the facts around Iraq, and is the final nail in 
the coffin of investigative journalism - buried deep within its 
own back pages. 

-Sean Condon 


Al Jazeera: News with integrity 


Some of us are old enough to remember a time when TV news 
still had some integrity. Before Ronald Reagan and the deregu- 
lation of television, and before the military-industrial complex 
bought US TV networks, American reporters provided viewers 
with real news stories about real issues. In so doing, they made 
a difference. 

We've all seen the film reels from Vietnam. The two most fa- 
mous, or infamous, are the point blank murder of a Vietnamese 
citizen by America’s allies, and the film of the burned children 
running from a napalm attack. It was unbiased, uncensored 
journalism and it turned the tide of public opinion and helped 
put an end to one of the most immoral wars for fun and profit 
in the 20th century. 

Today, TV journalism in the US no longer reports the news. 
What journalists do is act as mouthpieces for Wall Street and 
the White House, helping to make the case for war at any cost, 
even when they have to lie. And it's not just TV news that does 
this; the New York Times, the Washington Post and the major- 
ity of other major newspapers do the exact same thing. 

The final nail in the coffin for American news was the sale 
of Ted Turner’s CNN to Time Warner. Once Time Warner was 
sold to AOL, AOL fired Turner and replaced him with hardcore 
Zionist Walter Isaacson. That spelled the end of unbiased news 
coverage about the Middle East in the United States of America. 

P'm delighted to announce that TV journalism is back. And 
not just back, but back with a serious vengeance. On November 
16, Al Jazeera launched its English language service worldwide 
on cable, satellite, broadcast and Internet streaming video. On 
day one, it made its way into more than 80 million homes, not 


counting Internet viewers. Visit Al Jazeera's website at <al- 
jazeera.net/english> and check it out for yourself. 

Unlike American news, Al Jazeera isn’t interested in political 
spin, not even for its home country Qatar. (See its code of ethics 
posted on the website.) Part of Al Jazeera's mission includes 
presenting diverse points of view and opinions without bias or 
partiality and recognizing diversity in human societies, in order 
to present an unbiased and faithful reflection. 

And you know what? So far, it has done precisely that. Al 
Jazeera is so dedicated to this mission that it has managed to 
steal some of the best people away from BBC, ABC and the other 
major networks. Those of you who watch the news will be 
surprised at the faces and voices you recognize when you tune 
in. It even has Sir David Frost, who did a one-on-one interview 
with UK Prime Minister Tony Blair. 

Al Jazeera is a breath of fresh air and a return to true investi- 
gative journalism on TV. There are half the number of commer- 
cials, no pro-war or anti-war bias and a fearlessness no longer 
seen at the other news networks. And it does it all in style. 

You can’t get Al Jazeera on TV in Canada. No cable com- 
pany will touch it because pro-Israeli factions with a political 
axe to grind managed to get the CRTC to allow Al Jazeera on air 
only with a “censorship button” in place. You can subscribe at 
<jumpTV.com> for $9.95 a month or $19.95 for three months. 
That's 22 cents per day to get real, honest, no-spin broadcast 
news. 

In this viewer's opinion, it's worth every penny. im 
_Hsing Lee. Originally published in Common Ground magazine, December 
2006. <commonground.ca> 





opinionated news 


MANTE MONTHS PREGNANT FOUND 


AND ARRESTED. 





THE NEWS After years of being trounced by the likes of Bill 
O'Reilly and the Fox News crew, CNN Headline News rallies its US 
ratings 58% since 2004. 


BEHIND THE NEWS The network has spent these last two 

years busily remaking itself in the frothing-at-the-mouth image of 
Fox, relying on scenery-chewing pitbulls like Nancy Grace and 
Glenn Beck to peddle news-inspired entertainment. Whether 

it’s denouncing the Happy Feet penguins as tools of green 
propaganda, or asking the US's first ever Muslim congressman to 
prove that he isn't “working with our enemies,” Beck in particular 
has shown himself willing to throw journalistic caution to the wind 
in favor of shock-jock antics and "common sense" conservative 
diatribes. While the CNN brass has stressed the distinction 
between hard news and the opinionated personalities taking over 
Headline News, it seems ever more improbable that the CNN 
brand will finish this race to the bottom with any of its dwindling 
cred intact. 

ср. 


war reporting 





THE NEWS As of January 15, 2007, 3277 coalition soldiers have 
been killed in the Iraq war, 3026 from the US Armed Forces. 


BEHIND THE NEWS During the Vietnam War, US newspapers 
were awash in blood-red photos of American battlefield fatalities; 
these days, you would be hard-pressed to find a single one. The 
conspiracy-minded might be tempted to blame the Bush admin for 
the dearth of dead soldiers — they did, after all, move to limit press 
access to military repatriation ceremonies. But the real reason 

is probably more mundane. One increasingly iconic 2004 photo 

of a fallen US Army captain - taken in Fallujah by Stefan Zaklin 

- was reproduced widely in Europe, yet for months not a single 
US publication picked it up. Why? In his blog, Zaklin places the 
blame squarely on the rise of commercial media: “The philosophy 
of journalism became giving consumers what they wanted instead 
of what they needed. . . . Іп this environment, revenue depends 
on advertising, and advertisers don't want to be associated with 
publications that anger their readership.” 


CD. 
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double the joy, half the sorrow 


A young woman, face streaked with tears, picks up the phone 
and dials her best friend. She has just been laid off from her first 
well-paying job, and is overwhelmed by grief and self-loathing. 
How will she pay back all her loans? What will her parents say 
when they find out? The woman bursts into panicked sobs as she 
explains her situation. 

Her friend, listening patiently on the other line, offers an unex- 
pected response: 

“Good!” 

The woman's stricken face relaxes in wide-eyed confusion. 

*... Good?” 

“Yes. It's good that you've been let go. I know what a hard 
worker you are, and any boss who can't see that doesn't deserve 
to have you.” 

Thoughts of suicide immediately vanish and are replaced with 
a surge of relief. 

“Really?” 

“Seriously. That company’s probably going belly-up anyways. 
Let's go have a drink and celebrate.” 

Tears roll down the woman's cheeks, now quivering with 
laughter. 

"You're right - | feel so much better now. Thank you." 


===" Shared joy is double joy, 
SUNT shared sorrow is half sorrow. 
XÎ -Swedish Proverb 


You can probably reflect on a similar experience in which a 
friend or family member helped you overcome a difficult situation. 
People have long known that friendship can serve as a buffer for 
life's hardships, but it's only recently that we've found a scientific 
rationale for why our thoughts and emotions are so profoundly 
affected by the people around us. A newly discovered class of 
brain cells known as “mirror neurons" reveals the truth in the old 
adage that a faithful friend is the medicine of life. 

Neuroscientist Giacomo Rizolatti and his colleagues from 
the University of Parma first came across mirror neurons in the 
eighties while studying the brain activity of macaque monkeys. 
Rizzolatti found that parts of a monkey's brain would light up 
when observing the actions of another monkey: more than simply 
responding to stimuli, the activity of the monkey's brain would 
start to mirror that of the other monkey, as if it were performing 
those actions itself. 

This discovery was like a flashlight shining down on the dark 
caverns of the human psyche, illuminating enigmas such as em- 
pathy, imitation, and shared experience. It was also the evidence 
that explained why people who are surrounded by friends seem 
to live longer and bounce back faster from setbacks than those 
who are socially isolated. 





he emotional status of our main relationships has a 
significant impact on our overall pattern of cardiovascular and 
neuroendocrine activity,” says John T. Cacioppo, director of the 
Center for Cognitive Neuroscience. “My hostility bumps up your 
blood pressure, your nurturing love lowers mine.” When a cancer 
patient's wife smiles at her husband while holding his hand, his 
brain tracks her émotions and mirrors her calm and reassurance. 
This kind of interaction lowers blood pressure, boosts immunity 
and promotes healing. 

In his book, Vital Friends, Tom Rath mentions a study by the 
Duke University Medical Center in which heart disease patients 
who were socially isolated (four friends or fewer) were more than 
twice as likely to die in comparison to patients with a strong 
network of friends and family. No other factors, such as stress, 
social status, income, or severity of disease impacted the death 
rate of patients as much as social relations, or lack thereof. Other 
studies have found that social isolation triggers as many negative 
health effects as smoking, high blood pressure, obesity and even 
drug abuse. 

The discovery comes at a crucial time. It revalidates friend- 


ship — and with it, all the intangible human qualities of kindness 
and sympathy - that tend to be sacrificed in the pursuit of mate- 
rial wealth and career success. In the July 2003 issue of Vogue, 
former Wired editor Katrina Heron recalls reducing her personal 
relationships to either a "worthwhile investment" or a "waste of 
time." If you count thousands of dollars of health expenses and 
years of life expectancy, bonding with friends is an investment 
with very high returns. 

Science proves that friendships are vital for life. More than 
the number of names in your address book, however, the real 
measure of friendship in our ability to feel another peoples’ joy 
— and suffering - as our own. In his blog “The Leukemia Letters," 
University of Texas professor John Slatin reflects on a New York 
Times article on mirror neurons and their effect on human health; 
his words encapsulate the healing power of genuine friendship 
which no drug or diet can replicate: 

“So the mirror neurons work both ways. | send a post about the 
difficulties of waiting, waiting [for medical treatment], and within 
hours the voices come back: we're here with you, we're waiting 
too. How astonishing. How beautiful." it _Jenny Uechi 
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THE NEWS “Watchdog journalists” 





merge 


information-sharing 


‘THE NEWS Last December, pharmaceutical 





THE NEWS Citing the contributions 


as China's newest breed of Internet 
celebrity, prompting the government to mull 
compulsory real-name registration for all 
bloggers. 


BEHIND THE NEWS Despite the complicity 
of Microsoft and Google in bolstering The 
Great Firewall of China, officials are finding it 
increasingly tough to shield the nation's 123 
million Internet users from sensitive material. 
Politically-minded blogs are springing up by 
the hundreds, which some claim has further. 
emboldened the mainstream print and 
broadcast media. Meanwhile, researchers 
at the University of Toronto have released 
Psiphon, a software package that allows 
‘computers in uncensored nations to funnel 
banned websites to users in China (and 
elsewhere). Unlike existing techniques for 
evading censors, Psiphon doesn't require 

a download, is safer from prying eyes, and, 
because it is decentralised, is much more 
difficult to shut down. 


CD. 





giant Eli Lily got an injunction to prevent 15 
US citizens from distributing ZyprexaKills. 
tar.gz, a digital collection of Lilly's internal 
memos showing a conspiracy to mislead 
doctors and the public. 


BEHIND THE NEWS it's not just in China 
that people are turning to covert means to 
share information. Despite the injunction, 
ZyprexaKills.tar.gz is readily available on 

the Electronic Frontier Foundation's stealth 
network, TOR. The EFF designed TOR to 
help people living under tyrannies bypass 
government-driven and corporate-assisted 
censorship. Like Psiphon, TOR enables users 
to surf anonymously, and can also turn home 
computers into anonymous web servers. 
TOR is still in development, but is evidently 
already working well enough for rebellious 
US citizens, too, to be an elusive mote in Eli 
Lilly's litigious eye. 


„Rob Wipond 





of regular folk to web phenomena like 
Wikipedia, Time magazine crowns "You" its 
Person of the Year 2006. 


BEHIND THE NEWS As Time lauds us all 
for “seizing the reins of the global media,” 

it remains curiously silent on the frenzy of 
consolidation that has been swallowing 

up user-driven "Web 2.0" sites. Or not so 
curiously: the magazine is owned by Time 
Warner, the media conglomerate whose AOL 
subsidiary ranks among the Big Four of the 
online world, alongside Google, Microsoft, 
and Yahoo. Ever since Yahoo nabbed photo- 
sharing site Flickr, Fox plunked down $580 
million for MySpace, and Google forked 
‘over $1.65 billion for YouTube, there's no 
mistaking that somebody up there thinks 
there's big money in citizen utopias. And 
though they haven't quite figured out how 

to capitalise on their new toys, we do know 
for certain what product they will be selling 
= namely, consumerism itself. 


CD. 
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Living Outside the Matrix 

As my wife and I discuss the possibility of bringing a child 
into this world, we cannot help but see an uncertain future. 
Free market globalization, perpetual war, and the branding of 


social life loom before us like the Horsemen of the Apocalypse. 


How would we raise a child in this vortex? What will our 
child’s future look like? 

Well, we know that my child’s world will be infused with 
a deep sense of consumerism. Children will find their identity 
through a procession of material goods and establish status 
through conspicuous consumption. They will be raised by 
brands, perhaps a Nike Middle School or Adidas Academy. 
Media will be all-encompassing, filling every space until the 
very thoughts in their head will be available for advertising. 
People will brand themselves, finally adopting the lifestyle of 


the brand over their own, merging individual identity and logo. 


My child's world, like the ancient Romans, will love war. 
The media will aesthetize it; the public will adore it. Under the 
imperialistic measures of Project for a New American Century, 


Data released by the US census bureau last week 
forecasts that Americans will spend a total of 65 
days watching TV next year and 41 days listening 
to the radio. A week each will be given to read- 
ing newspapers and surfing the internet. All that 
reading, surfing, and listening will occupy 3, 518 
hours of the average American adult's year - the 
‘equivalent of almost five months. 


the United States will engage in a continuous series of small 
wars to promote the economic agenda of the Bretton Woods 
Institutions. The public will cheer the soldiers on as if it was 
the World Cup. Security risks will be excuses to expand the 
power of the Presidency, weaken Congress, and limit individual 
freedoms. Xenophobia will remain high and the world will 
look at America with fear, but it will be looking at itself: Planet 
America, the brand. How strongly can one fear oneself? If it 
appears too dangerous, America will provide protection. 

Can democracy rescue our children from this cyber-punk 
future? It will not be easy. Consumers want entertainment, not 
politics. Trapped in a matrix of branded meaning, weakened 
by socially constructed insecurity, and distracted by the 
vicarious experience of television, the body politic does not 
look well. Can resistance exist, or is it destined to become 
another ironic commodity like alternative rock? Can one be 
outside the matrix? 

-Eric Whitbeck 


Less for More: Debunking the Privatization Myth 
A recent wave of government studies has found private and charter 
school students fare no better on standardized tests than their pub- 
lic school counterparts. Frequently, they do worse. 

This is unwelcome news for the Republicans who commissioned 
these studies, hoping to bolster their argument for private educa- 
tion. In their view, teacher unions and government bureaucracy are 
to blame for poor performance in core subjects such as reading and 
math. 

In the past, conservatives have pointed to poor allocation of 
resources in the public system to deflect the focus away from 
under-funding. But the true agenda behind the promotion of private 
schools is not about cost efficiency, but economic segregation. 
Many of the lawmakers involved would not stoop to send their own 
children to a public school, where children of poorer backgrounds 
mingle with the more fortunate. In their view, education efforts are 
focused on the hopes and dreams of a privileged few, leaving all 
others in the dust. Some may see a glint of poetic justice in the fact 
that the advocates of expensive private schools are paying more for 
less. For many, however, the absence of a strong, well-funded public 
system leaves the entire society impoverished, hurting the privileged 
and under-privileged alike. 

_ Michael Hey 


An “F” for Fat 
School report cards in some states now come with 
a slap in the face for overweight children and their 
parents: so-called “obesity letters.” The letters 
report the student's Body Mass Index (BMI) score, 
a body fat estimate based on height and weight. If 
a child is classified as overweight according to the 
standardized BMI chart, the letters advise a visit to 
the family doctor. While some parents appreciate the 
wake-up call, others feel the letters can be overly 
traumatic for impressionable kids. One six-year- 
old girl refused to eat dinner after receiving a letter, 
despite having a weight in the normal range; an 
eight-year-old girl started regular weigh-ins. 
Though controversial, the letters could spark a 
much-needed dialogue on the best way to tackle the 
childhood obesity epidemic. Advertisers spend an 
estimated $10 billion a year marketing mostly junk 
foods to children. Candy, sweets and soft drinks 
account for nearly 44 percent of foods advertised 
during kids TV shows; convenience and fast foods 
make up 34 percent. Even kids who don't watch 
TV are bombarded with messages promoting 
foods likely to pack on extra pounds. Supermarket 
aisles are crammed with cartoon characters 
hawking high-sugar cereals; in schools, Coke and 


Pepsi vie for exclusive distribution rights. Proffered 
tantalizingly unhealthy food choices at nearly every 
turn, it will take far more than a stern letter and a 
number on a chart to set most kids on a path to 
healthy eating. 

-Laura Fauth 





Ronald McDonald, Health Icon? 

Partly in response to demands from the American Academy of Pediatrics, ten 
food and beverage giants have promised to mend their marketing ways. In- 
cluded is a vow that at least half their advertising directed at children under the 
age of 12 will promote healthier foods and contain messages that encourage 
healthy lifestyles. 

Advertisers have been so effective at hawking empty calories to children that 
both industries have now come under fire from American pediatricians. Com- 
panies like McDonald's, Coca Cola and Pepsi Co. are seen today as the main 
culprits for the nation’s youth obesity epidemic. Can these same companies, 
then, be trusted to promote the opposite of what their products represent? 

Michael F. Jacobson, executive director for Science in the Public Inter- 
est noted that their healthy lifestyle message could include Ronald McDonald 
pedaling a bicycle while eating junk food. As ludicrous as that may sound, the 
example is not entirely hypothetical. Ronald McDonald has already been spot- 
ted in Canadian elementary schools, in an official capacity as spokesperson for 
the Olympic ideal. 

Though junk food was a main target, the official policy statement by the 
65,000-member American Academy of Pediatrics also recognized the sheer 
number of ads that children are exposed to (according to their statistic, 40,000 
TV spots per year) as a major problem. 

Replacing some of the more harmful marketing messages with less harmful 
ones is not a bad idea, but it won't change the fact that our children are being 
exposed to an awful lot of propaganda. 

_Michael Hey 








by Naomi Rockler-Gladen 


_ me against the media: 


notes from the trenches of a media literacy class 


I stroll into my Critical Media Studies classroom, drink- 
ing an icy bottle of Pepsi and wearing a Nike baseball cap. 
A few of my students glance up from their cell phones and 
iPods long enough to notice me. 

“Um, nice hat,” someone comments. 

“Thank you," I say. “Today's class is proudly sponsored 
by Nike, a strong advocate of education. When it comes 
to education, Nike says, ‘Just do it!”” I take a swig of my 
Pepsi. “Can you guess who else is sponsoring our class 
today?” The few students who have actually done the read- 
ing chuckle, because they know that today’s class is about 
the pervasiveness of consumerism in schools and in popular 
culture. 

Over the years, I've resorted to lots of gimmicks like 
these in my quest to teach students about consumerism. I try 
to make my students more aware of how the media natural- 
ize consumerism through advertisements, product place- 
ment, and especially through advertiser-friendly program- 
ming. You might be surprised to hear that I find this to be 
the single most difficult topic to teach. I teach about many 
controversial media issues - ownership, violence, race and 
gender representation — and students contemplate these top- 
ics enthusiastically. But when it comes to consumerism, it’s 
a brick wall. Five minutes into any such discussion, I brace 
myself for the inevitable chorus of, “Oh, come on. It’s just a 
bunch of ads.” 

Corporations and advertising executives should rejoice, 
as this reticence of young people to think critically about the 
role of consumerism is money in their pockets. Advertisers 
have always coveted the 18-34 year old group — the legions 
of the so-called “Age of Acquisition” who have few estab- 
lished brand loyalties and lots of pocket change. Today's 
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Generation Y youth, born roughly between 1977 and 1997, 
are especially desirable because they are the children of 
Baby Boomers, and therefore represent a population explo- 
sion. Run the term “Generation Y” through a search engine, 
and you'll find dozens of sites with information about how 
companies can take advantage of this marketing gold mine. 
Multinationals are deeply invested in the collective consum- 
er choices of my students. When my students fail to show 
concern, these corporations become all the more powerful. 

To demonstrate to my students how media content itself 
naturalizes consumerism, I used to show my students a clip 
from the 1991 movie Father of the Bride. In this clip, the fa- 
ther is horrified that his daughter wants him to spend about 
$130,000 on her wedding. He would prefer to have a simple 
wedding reception at the local Steak Pit, but the whole fam- 
ily rejects this idea. Even the adolescent son understands 
this is “unacceptable”; he comments, “I don’t think you 
want the word ‘pit’ on a wedding invitation.” When the 
father complains that his first car cost less than the wed- 
ding cake, the wedding coordinator bursts into laughter and 
says, “Welcome to the “gos.” After the daughter agrees to 
downsize the wedding, her father discovers her, asleep, read- 
ing a magazine article with tips on how to throw a budget 
wedding. Suddenly ashamed of himself, he agrees to fund 
the extravagant wedding. Dad learns his lesson: consumer- 
ism-fueled expectations may be outrageous, but they are 
necessary, and failure to adhere to these expectations is silly, 
miserly, and downright unloving. 

I quit showing this clip. It didn’t work. Oh, they got the 
point, that media content often promotes the agenda of 
advertisers. Unfortunately, the clip would inevitably lead to 
a version of the following: 


A female student raises her hand shyly and says, 
“I understand why this is bad, but I want a big wed- 
ding.” A dozen ponytailed heads nod in harmony. 

“I mean, not as big as the one in the movie,” 
someone responds, “but you know, the flowers, the 
cake, the dress, the ring, all that stuff. I’ve day- 
dreamed about my wedding since 1 was a little girl.” 

“Me too,” the first student says, and frowns. 
“Does that make me a bad person?” 

Therein lies the trouble. The dreams, the memo- 
ries, the rites of passage of Generation Y — all of 
these are intricately intertwined with consumerism. 
By placing wedding consumption under scrutiny, this 
student feels like she is being attacked personally. To 
this student, the suggestion there is something wrong 
with consumerism is akin to suggesting that there is 
something wrong with her. 

While all of us in the post-war western world 
have grown up with the association between hap- 
piness and consumption, this association is all the 
more powerful with Generation Y. They have been 
reared with unlimited advertising and limited models 
of social consciousness or activism. Let’s look at the 
experiences of my students, a fairly typical US sample 
of Generation Y. They were born in the 19805 under 
the Reagan administration, when two important 
trends in children’s television occurred: Reagan, 
ever the media deregulator, relaxed requirements 
for educational programming at the same time as he 
relaxed restrictions on advertising to children. This 
helped bring forth a new marketing tactic — which 
Tom Engelhardt has called the “Shortcake Strategy” 
= in which children's TV shows were created for the 








exclusive purpose of marketing large collections of he or she grew up in, and you may well get an answer 
children’s toys. Some of the happiest, most prized childhood The reality is that many young people don’t take consum- 
memories of Generation Y are filled with these shows and rism seriously because they feel that as individuals, it does 
toys - Strawberry Shortcake, He-Man, ће Care Bears. Dis- 107 affect them. As media activists like Jean Kilbourne have 
cussing the politics of this kind of marketing with students argued, this illusion that advertising affects “everybody else 


is even harder than discussing wedding excess. A student but me” is nothing new, but I think this is even more the 
once wrote in my teacher evaluation, "Great class, but please case with Generation Y. Students claim violence in the media 
don't go hating on Strawberry Shortcake." doesn 't matter because they grew up playing Doom and they 
This is the first generation that came of age in the era of didn't turn out violent. Or they claim that unrealistic images 
rampant advertising in the schools, as well as Channel One, Of women in the media do matter because they know a lot of 
the news program piped into schools complete with adver. girls with eating disorders. Many young people don't seem 


E rom to have a language for understanding that the media doesn't 
school in 1988, | recall very few ads In school individual level - the media impacts 


short time later, the hallways, lunchrooms, and sports facilities Society politically, economically, and ideologically. A student 





of cash-strapped schools are now frequently sponsored by Might dismiss ads in his high school by saying they did not 
corporations. When I ask students if this happened in their affect him; nonetheless, I argue, the proliferation of ads in 
schools, they supply never-ending examples: stadiums dotted high schools have affected culture as a whole. 

by Nike swooshes, lunchrooms filled with Pizza Hut and Again, this individualist way of looking at media ef- 
Chic-Fil-A, a back-to-school party sponsored by Outback fects isn’t entirely new, especially in an individualist nation 
Steakhouse, even book covers underwritten by corporations. like the United States, where social scientists for years have 


Then, of course, there's the prom. Eschewed by some of my been obsessed with trying to draw links between individual 
Gen X counterparts, the prom is back and bigger than ever, behavior and the media. But Generation Y is a particularly 
teaching future brides and grooms important lessons about individualist cohort. The Me Generation is back. Just like in 
gowns, limos, and flowers. Ask a Gen Y member which mall the 1970s, young people are frightened and disgusted with 


current events and have retreated away from politics, with 
their iPods, PlayStations, and all the other isolating technol- 
ову the consumer market can offer. But the *70s were dif- 
ferent because the *6os didn't die overnight. Me Generation 
or not, the language of activism was still spoken in the ‘7os, 
and many young people then were involved in movements 
such as Women’s Liberation. To what activist language has 
Generation Y been exposed? It's three years into their own 
Vietnam, and they aren’t exactly flooding the streets with 
protestors. Often students tell me that they find politics to 
be boring and irrelevant to their own experiences. 

It's pretty hard to engage a group of young people in 
a discussion of the political implications of consumerism 
when they are not engaged in politics much at all. Consum- 
erism is a personal choice, and most of my students cannot 
see beyond that. They shop at Wal-Mart because it's cheap, 
and buy coffee at Starbucks because they like the mochas. 











Sweatshops? Globalization? It's not so. simply to 
care about these things (though many don’t). Rather, they their parents about their experiences growing up and how 


haven’t been taught to think of consumerism as something 
that extends beyond their own enjoyable trip to the mall, 
just as they haven’t been taught that their personal consum- 
er decisions are political. 

To me, perhaps the most frustrating argument students 
make about consumerism is that it shouldn’t be a societal 
concern because “it’s the parents’ responsibility.” Parents 
are responsible for refusing to buy their kids $200 basket- 
ball shoes, for making sure they eat a healthy lunch in the 
cafeteria, and for instilling values that, according to my 
students, will somehow make their children immune to the 
effects of advertisements. This argument disturbs me, partly 
because my students seem to show no compassion for kids 
with parents who are unwilling or unable to be this active 
in their kids’ development. But most of all, this disturbs me 
because it lets corporations off the hook for the effects they 
have on society. It doesn’t matter how or to whom a com- 
pany markets their products; it only matters how parents 
raise their children. Once again, consumerism becomes the 
business of individual families, not society. 

So, what can media activists do? I think the first step is 
to find ways to appeal to members of this generation on the 
level of the individual. Young people might not initially care 
about the plight of a Nike worker in Vietnam or a Wal- 
Mart worker in Houston. They may, however, be concerned 
with how credit card companies lure in college students, or 
how college bookstores jack up prices needlessly, or how 
car insurance companies charge them exorbitant amounts. 
When I ask students to give examples of how corpora- 
tions have screwed them over personally, the room fills up 
with raised hands. This is a good way to show them that 
although consumerism has brought them happiness in their 
lives, it has also brought them problems. 

A second activist strategy of reaching Generation Y is to 
find examples in popular culture. Generation Y is all about 
pop culture. I've found that my students are amenable 
to discussions about how advertisers and media produc- 





ers consciously create media content that “trains” young, 
people to be consumers. Young people need to know that 
corporations see them as a market to manipulate, and often 
will respond to this argument, because who wants to be 
manipulated? The trick is to find popular culture texts they 
relate to that have a strong pro-consumerism bent. I've had 
some success in the past with the “Pottery Barn” episode 
of Friends. In this episode, Rachel lies to her roommate 
Phoebe and tells her their new furniture is antique. Actually, 
it came from Pottery Barn, but Phoebe hates commercial 
furniture. Rachel is caught in her lie when the two walk by 
Pottery Barn and see most of the furniture in the display 
window. But then Phoebe sees a lamp in the window and 
decides she must buy it. Phoebe learns her lesson: commer- 
cial furniture is good. Another good source of pro-consum- 
erism media is reality television, a favorite of students and 
chock-full of product placement. 





people “back in the day” felt about corporate power and 
consumerism. These are the children of Baby Boomers, after 
all, so even if they haven't been around activism, their par- 
ents have. One of my favorite assignments is to get students 
to interview older family members about popular culture 
and their past experiences. Students love this assignment. 

So, there’s hope. When I wear my Nike hat to class, 
some of the students get it, and inevitably, a student stops 
by my office at the end of the semester and announces she 
has stopped going to Starbucks. But this is no easy task, 
and media activists would be well advised to work hard to 
relate to Generation Y. The advertisers are certainly paying, 
attention to them, and so should we. im 


Naomi Rockler-Gladen is an assistant professor of media studies at 
Colorado State University and a freelance writer. 








HEY TEACH! — Inspire your students to break out of the 
'media-consumer trance with Adbusters Media Empowerment 
Kit. Designed as a flexible teachers’ aid, the kit features 45 
‘modular lessons, including personal challenges, group activiti 
discussion starters, eye opening readings. . . plus a DVD, po: 
and Adbusters" special media literacy 
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A gust of wind tears at the Virginia Creeper above my front door 
and sends a spray of water, slap, against my face. I’m in the 
front yard soaking the roots of my cedars so they'll have enough 
moisture to make it through until spring. Already some sprigs at 
the centre of the trees have started to turn brown. 

The leaves are all off the elms now. Some lie by the curb, soggy 
and ground into a paste, but most are in piles on the boulevard. 
My son Stephen is across the street playing in them with his 
friend. For the moment they are happy. I watch as they scoop up 
fistfuls of curled brown leaves and hurl them back and forth. In 
mock ceremony they fashion them into two enormous mounds 
and bury themselves, bursting from their crackling coffins with 
shrill cries. I want this moment to last for a long time. Yeah, Га 
like to have life roll along easily for a while. 

My hands stiffen on the hose nozzle. Stephen has just snatched 
an armful of leaves from his friend’s pile and added it to his. 
“Loser, loser, loser,” he gloats. “My pile’s bigger than your pile.” 

“Give ‘em back!” 

“Loser, loser, loser. Loser, loser, loser,” he chants in a crazed 
voice I hardly recognize. 

“Pm telling on you.” 

“Loser, loser, loser!” 

Next thing I know they've scattered like the leaves, my son 
continuing to yell insults, his friend wailing. Another fight. I 


twist the nozzle as far as it can go and aim a hard jet of water 
against the fence. It hits with an angry ripping sound, rebounds, 
and shoots back into my face. 

The temperature dipped way below freezing last night and 
Pve come out to the garden to inspect the extent of the damage. 
Every surface is silvered with frost, and I slip as my feet hit the 
slick paint on the front steps. I have only a fraction of a second 
to record the absence of ground beneath my feet before I feel the 
bite of the steps on my arm and leg. 

My garden is ruined. It looks like a large tank has just steam- 
rolled through it: the yellowed fronds of the irises lie flattened 
and lifeless; the begonias have shriveled up and keeled over, their 
faces smashed right into the ground; and the Queen Anne’s Lace 
has been pounded into a slimy green soup. 

I know I should move back into the house, but I sit on the steps 
instead. Any moment now Stephen will come looking for me. 
All day long, every few minutes, he calls out, a desperate, high- 
pitched sense of urgency in his voice, “I love you, Mom,” like a 
breath inhaled, suspended, waiting for the exhalation of breath, 
the response, “I love you, too." And if I don't hear him, or 
neglect to answer, he panics, gasping, “Mom? Mom, where are 
you?” as if disconnected from his life source and suffocating. 

inspect the garden once again and discover the cat hidden 
under the hedge in a pile of musty leaves, stretched out and 


stop, starin 


cleaning herself. With long deliberate licks she wets the side of 
her paw, then rolls the dampened edge across her face. Next she 
moves onto the soft woolly nether parts under her tail, holding 
her leg aloft in a gravity-defying position. She looks so funny I 
have to laugh, Head bobbing, she sets to work, spitting, biting, 
tugging – her tongue precise flashes of pink carding her fur into 
a fluffy halo, With each lick my shoulder muscles relax. There 
is something comforting and reassuring about the predictable 
rhythm of this motion. 

Maybe I'm making too much of a small thing. Maybe this is a 
stage all children go through. I should take life easy, like a cat. 
Find a nice sunny spot somewhere in the garden, get busy, clean 
up the mess, and stop worrying. 

It grows worse. The hour before bedtime is the most disturbing. 
It's not so much what is said or done as the relentless frequency 
of it: the ritual of clothes being placed on top of my head as they 
are peeled off, shirt, pants, socks, and underwear constructed 
into a headdress as I lay out his pajamas; “Pee, poop, diarrhea,” 
chanted endlessly as I brush his teeth; my hands, arms, and face 
being smothered in kitty licks while I read him a bedtime story; 
and, when I bend down to kiss him goodnight, “I can see your 
breasts, Mom.” 

“Why are you acting this way?” 

There's no answer. Just a clown face with a large false grin. 

And how many times in the past week have I heard him say, 
“You hate, Sarah, don't you, Mom? You love me more than her. 
Don’t you?” 

Maybe a hundred. 

Maybe a thousand. 

He grabs my hand and pulls me upstairs to show me what he's 
been working on all evening, alone, in his room. He sits me in his 
chair and tells me to close my eyes, that I will like this surprise. 

“Ready,” he shouts finally. “You can open your eyes now.” 
Then, with much rustling, he brings, from underneath his bed, 
two large cardboard cutouts, one figure with horns, the other 
with a halo. 

“These are for Sarah and me,” he says proudly. “For 


Halloween. Im going to be the devil and Sarah's going to be the 
angel. "Cause she’s nice and I’m not. What do you think, Mom?” 

He performs a curious maneuver – a kind of Ninja kick or half 
cartwheel. Friends tell me it’s cute, idiosyncratic. They reassure me 
with hearty laughs and worn-out clichés: Boys will be boys or I 
wish I had that kind of energy. A sick feeling grows inside me. In my 
stomach, a fluttery beating of fear, and in the back of my throat, a 
sour presence that makes food taste bitter and unpalatable. 

It's not this odd little movement that disturbs me; it's that he'll 
do it anywhere. Coming down the stairs, in the grocery store, 
or even crossing the street. He tells me this isn’t a Ninja kick or 
cartwheel. It’s something he has to do. His body just wants to 
do it. 

First there was the Ninja kick. Now there’s head turning, a 
brief glance thrown over his right shoulder. He says suspiciously, 
defensively, “What are you looking at?” Then later, with intense 
hostility, “Stop staring at me.” 

1 fear these movements are tics and I read voraciously on the 
subject. The literature advises me that tics can disappear as 
spontaneously as they appeared if no one draws attention to 
them. 

I pretend not to see, even though his tics intensify, with the 
head flicks stretching further and further to the right until they 
grow into grandiose twirls of his whole body - three, four, five 
twirls at a time. Twirls while getting dressed, twirls while playing 
Nintendo, twirls while sitting in his chair drinking hot chocolate. 

And hops. Hops to the TV, hops to the refrigerator, hops to the 
car. Hops and twirls together. 

And grunts. Soft bleating grunts. Florid, snorting piggy grunts. 
Grunts and snorts. Twirls and hops. 

Stop staring at me. 





A howling wind has drifted the snow into peaks and valleys. 
Beside me, balanced on a crust of mauve-shadowed snow, is 
Stephen, turning circles. The light is starting to fail and it’s cold. 
Quick, I say, let’s go home before it gets dark, before we get 
lost. But he keeps circling, slowly sinking into an ever-deepening 


trough. Hurry, before it’s too late, Stephen. A few more steps 
and the snow fissures, revealing a bottomless cavern. We fall 
and fall until I fall awake. 

Outside large snowflakes fall wetly from an oddly pink sky. 
It's a calm, still night, a few days after Christmas. Surrounded 
by an armada of sailing vessels and Playmobile little people, 
Stephen is in the bathtub happily dropping washcloth bombs on 
his fleet with loud explosive noises. I have just come in to check 
on him, when suddenly, without warning, he begins screaming 
at me. 

“Get out of here.” 

“What on earth is wrong?” 

“You're useless. You're the worst mother in the world.” 

Despite the heat of the bathroom, my skin grows clammy. 
“Please tell me what's wrong,” I say softly. 

He glares at me and I add, “If I've done something to hurt you 
Pm very sorry.” 

Then his face crumples. He throws his arms around me and 
says in an anguished voice, “It’s not you, Mom. It’s not you. It’s 
me.” 

I grab a towel, scoop him up dripping wet, and carry him onto 
the rocking chair in his bedroom. Tenderly, I hold him against 
my body, gently stroke his cold, slick hair, afraid of what he’s 
going to say. 

Finally he lifts his head and asks, “Don’t you see?” 

Ishake my head. I pretend ignorance. 

He eyes me with disbelief, then starts to sob. He hides his 
face against my chest and tells me about being teased in school, 
about being different from everyone else, about not wanting to 
do the things his body makes him do. 

I must pretend no longer. 


Sweat drips coldly from my armpits; I am a faucet leaking 
acid rain. I feel the dampness mushrooming under my arms, 
which I keep pressed closely to my sides and I smell the peculiar 
odour of my sweat, a mixture of baby-powder deodorant and 
something corrosive, like Dr, No or Lime-A-Way. 

Stephen is being assessed by Child and Adolescent Psychiatric 
Services, and I am left alone in the waiting room where 
the methadone patients nervously gather and pace. With 
sidelong glances they eye me and speculate whether or not 
I'm a new addition to their group. I flip through last year’s 
People, the pages on Madonna smudged and greasy, and stew 
about possible scenarios with the psychologist. I imagine her 
approaching me with condemnation, loathing, and a spate of 
angry words, each one more damning than the last: 

He’s a very angry and disturbed child. 

The tests show he really despises you. 

You're the cause of it all. 

Of course, this doesn’t happen. 

After an hour, she serenely whisks Stephen back to me. I look 
for signs of disapproval: a narrowing of the eyes, a tightening of 
the lips, a stiffness in the jaw, but her face is inscrutable. 

Politely, we schedule the next appointment. 


Sarah snuggles deep into her bed as a cool breeze sends the 
sheers ballooning outward. She tells me I’m the best mother in 
the world and Stephen is the best brother. 

“I love Stephen, but he hates me,” she confides. 

“Of course he loves you,” I reply quickly. 

“No, he hates me. He tells me that all the time.” 

“He doesn’t mean it, Sarah. His tics make him say that.” 

“What are tics again?” 

“Things your body makes you do over and over, like hop or 
. They also make Stephen say he hates you. Those are his 
thinking tics, his head tics.” 

Sarah traces a line down my nose and around my lips, her 
eyebrows furrowed together into a fuzzy caterpillar. 





A pale green butterfly rests momentarily on a burnt-orange 
lily, its two wings pressed into a still papery sheet. Sarah lunges 
over the iron railing with cupped hands, grabbing at a handful 
of air as the butterfly skitters away. Her friend Emma scoops 
at a ladybug and captures one in her plastic container, With a 
whoop of pleasure she exclaims, “Gotcha!” 

Sarah turns to Emma. “Wanna know why Stephen’s so mean? 
It's because he has head tics. He can't help it. It's his tics’ fault.” 

“What? He has ticks in his head?” 

Sarah doesn’t answer. She flutters down the steps, arms 
outstretched, and zigzags back and forth across the cool wet 
grass to land near the lily, nuzzling her face deep into its throat, 
emerging with an orange-dusted nose. 


“I think we've a little mouse here,” Shannon from Parks and 
Rec, says with a grin as she stirs a tub of blue paint. Another 
high-pitched squeak splits the air. Her hand freezes mid-stir. 
Puzzled, she surveys the group of kids who have gathered for a 
street-painting event, but no little mouse owns up. 

It's humid and the air is ripe with the smell of elm sap 
fermenting in glossy puddles next to the curb. From time to 
time sap rains down on us, sticky as hairspray. 

I know what's happening. A month ago Stephen’s tics 
disappeared. Completely. Every one of them. 

The only problem is they've come back. 

Now, in a space so dangerously packed with people and pots 
of paint, Stephen has forced himself to suppress his twirl. In its 
stead, a squeak has erupted. 

Stephen throws me a worried look. You'll be okay, I try to say 
with my eyes, and with a flick of my head I motion for us to 
make our getaway. But as we leave, his twirling tic catches up. 
with him and sends him airborne. He spins and crashes down 
on a small boy who lands flat on his stomach and starts to cry. 

He points to Stephen. “He — pushed me - on purpose,” he 
sobs, gasping for air. 

Stephen’s face twists into pain, as if he’s the one who's just had 
the wind knocked out of him. 


Seeing as there’s no couch in his psychiatrist’s office, Stephen 
has taken to stretching out on the floor. He starts with a spot 
under his chair, where he can break off the fraying threads 


angel 


that dangle underneath the seat. Next he moves to the centre of 
the carpet. With his head propped up by his hands and his legs 
crossed at the ankles, he recites his favorite strips from Calvin 
and Hobbes and shares the best one-liners from The Simpsons. 
I long for Stephen to sit properly in his chair. I force myself to 
look away. 

An image comes to mind. A few houses down the street from 
me is a small blue spruce with a trunk that curves back on itself, 
giving it a hunched-back look. Recently, the owners have roped 
the tree to a shallow wooden pen built around it, the tethers 
obviously designed to bend it back into an upright position. This 
bonsai approach seems to be working. But it makes me think of 
something I once heard - that some trees should not be staked 
when young. Some must build their strength by being able to 
bend whichever way the wind blows them. If throttled, if forced 
to conform to conventional lines they lose flexibility and snap 
when stressed. 

Just as farmers look to thicker coats on animals or subtle 
changes in the vegetation to help predict blustery weather, I have 
become adept at reading the telltale signs of an approaching tic 
storm. 

I take note of the increased restlessness that sends him leaping 
off radiators, jumping down stairs, seven or eight at a time, and 
climbing up door frames; as well, there’s the sound of his feet 
banging on the wall long after we've gone to sleep, and the state 
of his bed in the morning, the sheets twisted into a tight cord, a 
life-line, spilling onto the floor. 

There are other clues. Heads of Lego people are plucked out 
and abandoned in a pile. Action figures are mummified with 
masking tape and turned into mobiles that hang from dresser 
tops and windowsills. Fragile domino-like structures are built 
out of books, cassette tapes, their plastic containers, and blocks 
of wood to descend from his room, out the door, and down 
the stairs, and which he sets off and watches topple. Elaborate 
mazes are designed where some poor protagonist is perpetually 
lost and seeking his way out. And potions of toothpaste, paint, 
dried grass, and rusty nails are mixed, left on his dresser top, and 
“fed” every night. 

Language as well grows tangled, and talking in opposites 
becomes the only way to converse: 

“T hate you, Mom. You know what that means.” 

“No. You do?” 

“Ido. Not.” 

“Pm confused. You do or you don’t?” 

“Don’t ask me anymore. It fires up my tics.” 

And then, of course, there’s Mr. Mole. 

A large brown orb with elephant feet and a mouth fixed in 
an eternal primal scream sits atop our TV. This is Mr. Mole, 
Stephen’s cartoon creation, come to life in three-dimensional 
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papier máché form, a perennial bad guy who likes television, 
fame, money, candy, blood, dirt, and fellow moles, and who 
dreams about paying back the "good guys" for always winning. 
Although always present in his thoughts, at times Mr. Mole 
will become the only thing Stephen can think about: his whole 
day at school will be spent writing screenplays for Mr. Mole; 
once home, he will draw or carve or scratch his image onto any 
surface he can find - a leather chair, a copper pot, a wooden 
spoon, the condensation on the windowpane, the dust on a 
lampshade. 

Mr. Mole is a tic. 

I'm with Sarah and her friend in our old burgundy K-car 
station wagon. It's an abused vehicle, with dents everywhere and 
paint missing in long snaky ropes. Candy wrappers and bits of 
plasticine are wedged between the seats. Amid the old debris lie 
the remains of last night's supper from McDonald's - ketchup- 
soaked fries that were too squishy to eat, limp hamburger buns, 
and the outside part of the hamburger, which Stephen dislikes 
and calls the “rind.” 

The buzzer sounds, marking the start of lunch break. I’m stiff, 
coiled, and waiting for Stephen to burst out of the doors, a ball 
from a cannon. I’ve a dose of sugar all ready, a neatly packaged 
granola bar, and Гуе put on my happy face, but I know this will 
not be good enough. Something will displease him. Perhaps ГЇЇ 
be parked in the wrong spot. Perhaps he'll want a Fruit Roll-up 
instead of a granola bar. Or perhaps PII say hello and he'll not 
want me to talk. 

He spots the car, his face showing strain, then collapses into 
agony when he sees Sarah’s friend, 

*I don't want to ride with anyone else,” he greets me. “Why do 
you always do this? Just once I want to be able to come home 
alone.” His voice starts to escalate with righteous indignation. 

“Tell me why? Why? Why do you always do this?” 

"That's very rude, Stephen,” I reply tartly. Sarah's friend is 
staring, and I am embarrassed. “Be thankful you have a mother 
who picks you up, brings you a treat, and offers rides to those 
who need them. Count your blessings instead of always griping.” 

“Don't talk to me,” he snaps back. 

“If you can’t be polite you can get out and walk the rest of 
the way home!” I hate the sound of my voice. I don’t want to 
be stuck in this pointless argument. We're like an old married 
couple, squabbling over how much salt to add to the soup while 
the house is burning down. 

Once home, the bickering continues. Except now he starts in on 
Sarah. 

“Man, why do I have to have a sister? How come I’m so 
unlucky? I bet you wish you had only me, Mom. You know, 
Sarah, Mom loves me better than you. She wishes you were 
never born.” 


A hint of a smile hovers on Sarah's lips. She's come to expect 
insults and she knows how to get even. 

“Tag,” she says provocatively, tapping him on the arm. 
“You're it.” She runs out of the kitchen shrieking wildly, 
knowing she has activated his touching tic, knowing he has no 
choice but to pursue her. 

“Both of you stop it!” I command, but it's no use. Sarah is 
leading Stephen in circles at breakneck speed around the dining 
room table, taunting him with cackles of glee. I'm dizzy, caught 
up in the whirling force of their energy, powerless to stop them. 
Sarah slows down, almost lets him catch her, then they’re off 
again, spinning themselves and me in the opposite direction. 

“Sarah,” he begs. “Please — it’s my tics. I have to touch you. 
Please let me touch you.” 

“Please Sarah,” I beg as well, “so we can all sit down and have 
lunch.” 

Sarah consents, but instead of just touching her he pokes her 
hard in the ribs, bringing tears to her eyes. However, she merely 
lifts a hand to her lips and blows him a cool kiss, once again 
setting off his touching tic and another mad dance. 

“Stop it!” I bellow. But no one hears. 

I turn to my garden for solitude and escape. I enjoy the 
absolute authority I wield over my plants. Completely unable 
to get control of my children, I am determined to subject all my 
plants to my slightest whim. “I want you all in a row, no one 
out of line, faces forward. You go here. You stay. You're out.” 

Yanking, pulling, plucking, clipping. Unruly green shoots are 
decapitated with strong snips of my shears. Spent blossoms, 
their silken edges shriveled, are tossed into a hidden corner of 
the garden. I uproot plants from one spot to another, constantly 
seeking the perfect complement of color, the consummate place 
for size and height. Every time my neighbors see me I have a 
spade in one hand and a plant in the other, my fingers tight 
around its throat, leaves wilting, exposed roots dangling and 
dripping dirt. 

Stephen and I are walking to the corner grocery store to 
purchase some deli meat and buns. This should be a ten-minute 
excursion, but I soon realize it will take much longer. Stephen, 
who is extremely tired, can’t walk on any of the cracks. He has 
to hop over them, and if he steps on one, has to go through a 
complicated ritual of touching his heels with his toes, stopping, 
then back stepping. This occurs every few seconds at first, but 
as he becomes more agitated and his tics intensify, it happens so 
frequently we seem to be standing still. By the time we're on the 
last leg of our journey, a scant four houses from home, his tics 
are actually taking him backwards. 

Suddenly, his body grows slack. “You must hate me. Nobody 
would want a boy with these stupid tics.” 

“Let's run home,” I say. “We'll fly over the cracks.” 

“No, Mom. I can't. І can't go on.” 

Terror grips me. Here we stand, completely immobilized, 
trapped by a web of cracks, unable to advance, unable to 
retreat. I wonder if we'll ever make it back home. I begin 
to see the sidewalk, with its benign concrete slabs and tiny 
hairline cracks branching in every direction, from his skewed 


perspective — as a treacherous landscape of traps and cages. 
Step on a crack and you'll break your mother's back. More 
like my heart. Why I don’t think to say, “Let’s walk on 
the grass," ГЇЇ never know. I keep wondering if I'll have to. 
piggyback him. Will I then be allowed to step on the cracks or 
will I also have to avoid them? I don’t know the rules. 
Fortunately, I've some strawberry candies in my purse and 
Idole out generous amounts to him. Sugar is a magic elixir 
for Stephen, freeing his demons and settling his soul. Slowly, 
laboriously, we're now able to make our way home. 


Fall has come early this year. Discouraged by the wilted 
forlorn look of my garden, I’ve hacked all the irises and hostas 
down to stubs, given brush cuts to my lilies, dumped the soil 
out of my clay pots, and swept the patio and stairs free of 
leaves. Now it's time to clean the porch. 

Around the porch windows the cobwebs are as thick as 
trampolines and loaded with the tattered carcasses of moths 
and flies. I sweep the sticky fibres with my broom, but a clicking 
sound stops me. In one web a dragonfly is still alive, twitching, 
trapped by the tip of one wing and leg. Every time it manages to 
wrench one leg free, another one adheres. A thick-bodied spider 
lurks nearby. 

“What are you looking at?” Stephen asks, peering over my 
shoulder. He is stricken by the sight. “We have to rescue it.” 

“How?” 

He runs to the kitchen and returns with a paring knife. One 
hand delicately secures the trembling body of the dragonfly, 
while the other saws at the webbing stuck to the wing. There's 
no sign of his touching tic — his fingers are all poised precision 
and deft skill. But for some reason the sight of his bitten-down, 
ragged fingers moving with such concentration brings tears to 
my eyes. He keeps on working for many long minutes. Then, 
with one final slice at the leg, he sets the dragonfly free. In 
silence we watch it skitter off, a bit wobbly. 


It's 3:00 and I’m unable to sleep. 

Night sounds keep me awake: the swoosh of traffic, the 
occasional squeal of tires, 
the click of the second hand circling the clock face, the pulse of 
blood at my temple thudding against the pillow. Night sounds 
and my thoughts. 

“Would you love me more if I didn't have tics,” Stephen 
demanded tonight when I came to tuck him in. His eyes were 
swollen and damp. 

It's a question I'd been expecting a long time, and one Га 
vowed to answer honestly. But why did it have to be tonight? 

Stephen and Sarah had spent the whole day fighting over the 
cat. It went like this: every time Stephen saw the cat, he felt 
compelled to touch her, and every time Sarah saw Stephen 
touch the cat, she felt compelled to pick her up, which sent 
Stephen off to touch the cat again. After hours of this Sisyphean 
struggle, Stephen finally shrieked, “Don’t you get it? It’s my tics. 
I have to touch the cat last.” 

Now it was bedtime and my body was limp with exhaustion. 


tICS,twir 


All I wanted was to be asleep. To not think. I 
sighed. 

“Answer me. Would I be a better person?” 

“Not better,” I hedged. “Different.” How to 
explain what I didn't even fully understand myself? 
I reached for his hand, but he pulled it away. Next I 
tried to smooth out the creases on his forehead. 

“Stephen, it’s impossible to subtract the tics from 
who you are. Your tics make you — ” I paused, 
searching for the right word, “You.” 

“Yeah, a crappy me.” 

Stephen’s head was the patch of bare wall 
yeeled off the wallpaper in the shape 
of Mr. Mole, and something else, perhaps a pot of 
money or candy. Spread across his bed were several 
action heroes, duct-taped together and spray- 
painted gold, their hands linked as if they were 
astronauts floating in space. On his dresser were at 
least ten jars filled with his murky potions. 

“Your tics make your life hard,” I said at last. 
“Very hard. But they’ve also given you a gift. Your 
creativity. Look around. It’s everywhere.” 

I reached for his hand and this time he let me. “I 
don’t want to change you. I love you the way you 
are.” 

“Really?” 

“Really.” 








A huge harvest moon bearing the haughty 
upturned face of Alfred Hitchcock follows us, 
surveying our journey. We're heading out to 

a friend's cottage, driving down Highway 59, 
listening to the hits of the fifties, sixties, and 
seventies, the only music my golden oldie car radio 
can pick up. In the back Sarah has fallen asleep, her 
head slumped against Stephen’s shoulder. 

The cloud of despondency that’s been hanging 
over us has lifted; in fact, tonight we are almost 
giddy. Stephen's tics are still present, but in such a 
mild form we hardly notice them. Maybe the meds 
have finally kicked in, or maybe it’s just the nature 
of his tics. Waxing and waning. I don’t know why. 


All I know is they'll be back. 


Three songs in a row - “These Eyes,” “Eight Days 
a Week,” and “Hang on Sloopy” - rasp into the 
car, crackling with static. I sing along in a schmaltzy 
falsetto, and, at the end, give a brief drum roll on 
the dashboard. 

“And now for the million dollar question. What 
do these songs all talk about? The clock is ticking.” 

“I know,” Stephen answers eagerly. “I know. 
Love.” 

“Is that your final answer?” 

“Yeah. Isn’t it always about love?” 


The house is quiet except for the rattle of the 
refrigerator and slash of ice rain against the 
window. Now that Christmas break is over, 
only the cat makes demands, jumping onto my 
newspaper to remind me her food dish stands 
empty. I scratch her ears, my fingers finding all 
the itchy patches as she rotates her head in small 
circles. But Im not paying attention. 

Instead, Pm looking at a picture taped to the 
kitchen door that Stephen made when he was six, 
the year his tics first surfaced. It's a picture of a 
garden, painted on black construction paper, and 
although most of the black has been wiped out by 
bold oblongs of orange, blue, white and green, its 
presence still lurks in a thin black line crayoned 
around each shape. It's a spring garden. In it, oddly 
humanesque flowers wave a shy greeting, small 
plants peek out and beckon, and many-tentacled 
trees eagerly hold aloft buds swollen and ready to 
burst open. And as I sit listening to the smack of 
ice pellets, I wonder what this garden will look like 
when it’s in full bloom. im 
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when future generations look back, 
our consumer culture will always 

be remembered as the catastrophic 
ideology that knocked our planet 
‘out of whack for thousands of years. 


The All-Consuming Self 


Never before have our emerging environmental crises been laid out so clearly 
before us. Rather than shouting from the fringes, respected economists, scientists, 
and politicians are sounding the warnings in high-profile journals and the halls of 
government - warnings that our oceans are dying, that the ice shelves are melting, 
and that we are setting ourselves up for the most massive and devastating market 
failure humanity has ever seen. / So we recycle our garbage. We vote greener. We 
buy sleek, new hybrid cars and fill our houses with energy-efficient light bulbs. 
And we put our money and faith in the brave and ingenious technologies that 
will rescue us from the whirlwind. / But it won't be enough. Because this is not, 
fundamentally, a technological problem. Nor is it, fundamentally, a political 
problem. This is a problem of appetites, and of narcissism, and of self-deceit. 
The planet is breaking, and it is breaking under the weight of our hunger for more. 





by Tom Green 


economists get Stern Warning 


There are many reasons to be concerned about 
global warming, and now the Stern report on 
climate change has added the economic dimen- 
sion to the worries we face with this mounting 
catastrophe. Written for the UK government by 
former chief economist of the World Bank Sir 
Nicholas Stern, the report concludes that global 
warming could lead to the biggest recession 
since the Wall Street Crash and the Great De- 
pression. 

Until Stern’s 700-page tome was released 
late last October, economists were generally of 
the view that taking action on global warming 
would be too costly to be warranted. Overnight, 
the widely-reported Stern report rewrote the 
economic argument. Stern added up the costs 
and benefits, and made it clear that failing to 
curb greenhouse gases would result in an eco- 
nomic disaster. 

It’s telling of the limitations of neoclassical 
economics that to assess the economic impli- 
cations of climate change, Stern compared the 
costs in reduced GDP of preventing climate 
change against how much climate change will 
reduce future growth in GDP. That's like com- 
paring the cost of repairing the brakes on your 
bicycle to the costs you will face when the 
brakes fail and you crash into oncoming traffic. 


The detailed economic consequences of 
global warming tallied up in Stern’s report are far 
more alarming than the projected drop in world 
GDP he emphasized to the press. Stern warns 
of melting glaciers reducing dry season flows 
to one-sixth of the world’s population, declining 
crop yields leaving millions of people in Africa 
hungry and impoverished, acidifying oceans 
leading to less fish to catch, rising sea levels 
displacing up to 200 million people, more deaths 
from malnutrition and heat stress 

And yet, all these vast tragedies, all these 
livelihoods rendered more difficult, get simplified 
by most economists into one measure, a hiccup 
in their dreams of an ever-increasing GDP. But 
Stern didn’t just change the economic argument 
on global warming. Himself a highly respected 
member of the economic profession, soon to 
return to the London School of Economics, Stern 
found that using mainstream economics to ana- 
lyze climate change stretched the discipline to 
its limits. For Stern, climate change “presents a 
unique challenge for economics: it is the greatest 
and widest-ranging market failure ever seen.” 

Leading ecological economists told Ad- 
busters that they agree that climate change 
poses challenges to mainstream economics. 
Here is a sampling of their reactions. 








“The human economy has increased more than 
40 fold since 1820 while the size of the Earth has remained 
the same. Human-induced climate change is just one of several 
indications that the increasing scale of the world’s economy is 
having measurable, degrading impacts on the environment. 


Economists should recognize and teach students that the econ- 
omy is a large and growing sub-system of the planet and that it 
makes no sense to study the economy as if it existed in isolation 
of the biosphere.” 

Peter Victor, Ecological Economist, York University, Toronto. 


“As ‘the greatest market failure the world has 
ever seen,’ climate change cannot be adequately dealt with 
through normal economic tools and concepts such as cost- 
benefit analysis. The Stern report employs standard economic 


tools and concepts as intelligently as possible, but, admira- 
bly, it recognizes their limitations and recognizes the need for 
ethical perspectives ‘focusing on welfare, equity and justice, 
freedoms and rights.’ Ethical perspectives have long been 
unwelcome in economics. In seeking to create sustainable, 
humane economies, we should not abandon (all of) economic 
theory, but must recognize that even its most useful offerings 
supply only a small part of the knowledge required. A new 
humility is required of economics teachers, a willingness to 
go outside of their own expertise.” 


Neva Goodwin, Co-director, Global Development and Environment 


Institute, Tufts University. Co-author, Microeconomics in Context 


“The Stern report is a boost for the concept of 
political economy. It forces us to think about moral and 
political issues. A crucial part of the report, for example, is 
its assumptions on intergenerational equity, on how the well- 
being of people now alive ought to be balanced against the 
well-being of future and hopefully better-off generations. Pm 
not sure that Stern has made a sensible choice, but the report 
makes us think about it and the inherently political and 
democratic choices we face.” 


Paul Ormerod, 
Economist and author of Why Most Things Fail 


КҮ "The Stern report makes a mistake in assum- 


ing that economics can contribute to resolving the climate 
change crisis. Economics has a limited capacity to respond to 
anything where outcomes are more important than outputs. 
In this context, its usual response is to seek commodifica- 
tion of public goods, such as through trading carbon credits, 
which are a license to emit even more for those who can 
afford to. The bizarre market-based abstractions used by 











economists to impute values to the productive, reproduc- 
tive and service work of the environment render the analysis 
meaningless for policy intervention. These are ‘our public 
goods’ at stake here, the air we breathe, the water that 
sustains the environment and us. Economics can say nothing 
about those most affected by climate change, those who are 
forced to live marginally on the most vulnerable parts of the 
planet, overwhelmingly women and children.” 


Marilyn Waring, 
Professor, Institute of Public Policy, 
Auckland University of Technology 






Ñ “The Stern report's findings demand a funda- 
mental change in economics, The most serious economic 
problem is no longer how to allocate raw materials provided 
by nature among alternative economic products, but rather 
how to allocate natural capital between economic products 
and the life support functions provided by healthy ecosys- 
tems - a problem of collective action and cooperation, not 
self-interested competition, But the report lets us down by 





failing to question the goal of never-ending growth, which 
caused the problem in the first place.” 


Joshua Farley, 
Assistant Professor, Community Development and Applied 


Economics and Fellow, Gund Institute for Ecological Economics. 





University of Vermont 


-Tom Green is an ecological economist in Vancouver working on reforming 
undergraduate economics educat 








Join Adbusters in fixing the economics profession! Go to 
<adbusters.org> and download your own warning label to ap- 
ply to introductory economics textbooks that ignore how the 
economy depends upon the planet. Tell us what's happening 
on your campus: <fixeconomics@adbusters.org> 


WARNING: This economics textbook is not suitable for 
use on real planets that face ecological limits. Application 
of the ideas, implicit values and analytical tools found in 
this textbook, without high levels of skepticism and cau- 
tion, can result in an overheated atmosphere, greater diffi- 
culty surviving and widespread misery. Other species may 
experience extinction. Conflicts with commonly accepted 
human values. Suitable for use in imaginary worlds only or 
for historical study. 

















breaking out of the- capitalist strongbox » «ss 


Big Business fears him. Hard-lining socialists révile him. Muhammad Yunus, founder 
of the Grameen Bank, has become an incontrovertible-force in economics since winning 
the Nobel Peace Prize in 2006. Widely known for pioneering microcredit finance, Yunus 
may be remembered years from now as the man who helped millions break out of the 
strongbox of capitalist ideas that have exacerbated global poverty. Yunus' call for 
businesses to shift from financial to social gains is the modern equivalent of Galilei 
challenging the orbit of the sun around Earth — equally heretical, and\possibly just as 
far-reaching. Here are five of the ideas with which Yunus is changing the orthodoxy of 
capitalism: 
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+ earth friendly + anti-sweatshop + cruelty free • pro-grassroots 


In capitalism's next evolutionary phas 
small will trump big, local will beat global 
and shared, open-source brands like the 
Blackspot will triumph over jealously 
guarded CopyBights. 








blackspotshoes.org 








the small-mart revolution 


It's no secret to most of us that the corporate flagpoles 
encroaching our streetscapes and city outskirts represent con- 
quest, not community. But at first, the sprawling, single-file 
wave of neon logos and beaming signs trumpeting fast food, 
discount stores, super-centers, and drive-thru convenience 
seemed part of an inescapable gentrification — evidence of 
an elaborate, thriving local economy. Over time though, it’s 
become clear that all of the ensuing bells and whistles have 
been drowning out a profound lie: that these ubiquitous retail 
outposts are the mark of prosperity 
The stark reality of corporate expansion and consolida- 
tion is more and more familiar: once-bustling downtowns 
rendered derelict; once-busy commercial warehouses aban- 
doned; once-plentiful resources pillaged; once-promised jobs 
gradually axed. Perhaps more fatefully, something as socially 
innate as shopping for food staples has been remade as a 
pre-rehearsed chore, part of an anemic cycle rather than a 
nourishing, age-old ritual. But consumers are starting to 
take back their territory and traditions. To quote activist and 
author Michael Shuman's The Small-Mart Revolution — a 
veritable blueprint for returning the power of the free market 
to the masses, published last year: “We are now witness- 
ing an epochal struggle between two dramatically different 
visions of capitalism, the outcome of which will define many 











by Eric Rumble 





interesting and important years of history to come.” Shuman 
describes the incumbent vision as one propelled by the “there 
is no alternative” logic of modern economic developers, the 
callous creators of a status quo that pours a good portion of 
most local communities’ wealth into the coffers of absentee 
owners and shareholders. Left short-changed and disengaged 
in an age when sustainability issues are rushing to the fore, 
many progressive communities are building an alternative 
economic template on the basic premise of “local owner- 
ship and import substitution.” In the US, this new vision of 
capitalism — choosing Mom & Pop over the Big Box, essen- 
tially = is rapidly taking shape through the collective efforts 
of an organization that Shuman helped co-found in 2001, 

the Business Alliance for Local Living Economies, or BALLE 
(livingeconomies.org). Hatched by overlapping members of 
other community activism groups, BALLE aims to mobilize 
and engage small-business owners and civic leaders to create 
a more humane and sustainable local economy by sharing re- 
sources, communication tools and strategies. BALLE organizes 
itself in individual towns, cities and communities by aligning 
retailers and services of all shapes and sizes — provided they're 
autonomously run by locals in a given area - to ensure and 
guide one another's insulated success and sustainable develop- 
ment. As Shuman points out when interviewed, much of the 


the fight for control between com- 
munity and big business will ulti- 
mately catalyze the greater battle 
between entrenched and emerging 
capitalist models. 


national group’s progress has come through concentrating 
on being “advocates for local business and local economies, 
and not wast[ing] our time attacking global business.” In 
five years, more than 40 independent organizations from 18 
states and two Canadian provinces have joined BALLE and 
begun crafting — in many cases, fortifying — a local living 
economy. Concurrently, research from a handful of US cit- 
ies has shown that locally owned and operated businesses 
are consistently better at re-circulating money into the local 
economy than chain stores. (The famous Andersonville Study 
found that local businesses in a Chicago neighborhood made 
70 percent more local economic impact per square foot than 
chains.) 

“Historically, at least in the US, small businesses have 
been very conservative,” Shuman explains. “They are the 
mainstay of the Republican Party. They are considered to 
be the trusted keepers of tradition within communities. And 
they have been represented in the political sphere by a bunch 
of organizations that, at the end of the day, did not do a very 
good job of segregating their interests from those of larger 
global corporations.” 

The fight for control of those interests will ultimately 
catalyze the greater battle between entrenched and emerging 
capitalist models. But the collective rejection of the political 
process that Shuman refers to, the legitimate loss of faith 
in the ability and inclination of entitled leaders to protect 
community values, is crucial in weighing the gravity of the 
conflict. 

“The deep issue is democracy,” explains David Korten, 
author of The Great Turning and When Corporations Rule 
the World, who also serves with Shuman on BALLE' board. 
“Do we really believe that power should be rooted in people 
and community — decentralized — or should it be centralized 
either in government or in large corporations? This is where 
Thave a lot of problems with certain lines of libertarians that 
think any power in government is bad, but no concentration 
of power in any corporation is too much.” 

This sanctioned power imbalance could create huge ob- 
stacles and potential disasters. The spike in food contamina- 
tion and bacterial outbreaks in 2006 is particularly ominous 
given the massive mechanization and centralization of the 


American food system since the '6os — leaving a country of 
зоо million’s beef supply, for example, mostly processed by 
a meager 13 slaughterhouses. Communities suffering the un- 
precedented effects of climate change have little control over 
the major industrial sectors (fossil fuel extraction, electricity, 
mass manufacturing, etc.) that desperately need to be over- 
hauled in the wake of a global ecological crisi 

“The thing that’s really going to drive this process over the 
long-term,” says Korten of the movement towards local liv- 
ing economies, “is a growing awareness of the consequences 
of a combination of peak oil, global climate change and a 
collapsing US dollar resulting from our unsustainable trade 
deficit. Each one of these individually will force a reordering 
of the economic incentives away from global supply chains 
to local supply chains, and particularly in areas of food and 
energy.” Shuman expands on this sentiment in The Small 
Mart Revolution, arguing that the inefficiencies in global 
production and distribution, the rising cost of energy, the 
looming decline of the US dollar, the larger trend towards de- 
livery of services instead of goods, and a gen піса 1 
ness ethics are all developments that favour local econo 
And on the ground in some BALLE chapters, the moı 
they’re describing is already taking hold. 

Backed by the Santa Fe Alliance in New Mexico, 
and debit card program (locals-care.com) was laund 
fall, wherein cardholders get points for keeping money in 
the local economy (redeemable later at the same businesses 
where they’re earned), and a percentage of all spending is do- 
nated to the non-profit organization of the shopper's choice. 
Within its first three months almost 100 businesses had 
enlisted, and $15,000 had been raised by over 400 shoppers 
seizing on the concept. In Bellingham, Washington, the city 
utility companies had tried for five years to convince busi- 
nesses and households to switch to sun, wind and converted 
methane power. Within two months of Sustainable Connec- 
tions (the local BALLE group) joining the effort in September, 
business participation in the program tripled — and their goal 

now to become the nation’s number one community for 
green power usage. 

“We didn’t invent organic farming, or green building, or 
any of these things,” says Michelle Long, executive direc- 
tor of Sustainable Connections. “We have members who 
have been doing these things for decades behind the scenes, 
because they thought it was the right thing to do. But now 
there does seem to be this kind of tipping point, this main- 
stream awareness that’s increasing . . . there seems to be 
growing consensus, and recognition of the urgency, and real 
places for entrepreneurs to step in and attempt to solve prob- 
lems, because we need to reexamine how we consume energy 
and build homes and shop and grow our food.” im 





‘The 2007 BALLE conference will take place in Berkeley, 

CA on May 31-June 2. See <livingeconomies.org>. 

The 2007 Green Festival will take place in Chicago, IL (April 
21-22), Washington, DC (October 6-7), and San Francisco, 
CA (November 9-11). See <greenfestivals.org> for details. 

























1 don't oppose all wars. What | am opposed to is a dumb war. What | am opposed 
to is a rash war. What | am opposed to is the cynical attempt by Richard Perle 


_Barack Obama 





El Presidente 


Will Ecuador’s new left-wing president break 
the chain of government corruption? 





by Sean Angus MacKinnon 


Largely unnoticed by the outside world, Ecuador is a country in quiet 
turmoil. After “20 years of a long and sad neoliberal night," as stated 
by the president himself, it may finally awaken to a new socialist 
beginning. Much lauded by those cheering on Latin America's ongoing 
scramble to the left, Ecuador's recently-elected Rafael Correa is the 
continent's newest head of state to join in the "socialism of the 21st 
century." With Bolivarian rhetoric galore, particularly by those watching 
up north, Correa is easily seen as a revolutionary. Within Ecuador's 
frustrated borders, however, the sensation is not so animated. There 

is no doubt that the people crave drastic change, but with 1,097,833 
ballots (more than a tenth of the electorate) deliberately nullified by 

the voters themselves, often profanely, it becomes evident that the 
situation in Ecuador is not one of eager, poor peasants following a 
righteous King. 

The absurdities of the political world are the same in any country. 
Ecuadorians recognize this issue with a straight response, "Aquí más," 
or "Here, more." From the liberal tropical coast, to the conservative. 
mountainous region, as far as the inflammatory oil-ridden Amazon, 
it seems that there is one potent, albeit often unrecognized, unifying 
factor that manages to hold Ecuador together: disdain and distrust 





toward their government. The latest Gallup poll found that 92% of 
the population believes that government corruption is rampant. And 
not without reason; the last 20 years of presidency have seen enough 
scandal, corruption and flagrant abuse of power to drive over 60% 

of the population (87% among the indigenous) into poverty, up an 
afflictive one-third from 1995. 

Of course, these are only numbers, but the statistics represent a 
caustic reality that has become increasingly difficult to avoid. Child 
malnutrition among the indigenous is 59%, easily seen outside the 
up-market McDonald's in the form of a ragged five-year-old shoe shine 
boy, accompanied by a slightly older sister with an infant strapped 
to her back. Inside, the more fortunate children climb about a plastic 
palace, throwing colorful balls amidst fits of laughter - all under the 
watchful eye of both the handicam of a loving parent and the armed 
guard stationed at the door between classes. It is difficult to determine 
what appears more incongruous, the McDonald's or the dejected kids, 
One thing that is certain: the upper class seems to be doing a bang-up 
job of ignoring the entire situation. 

It must also be confessed, however, that in the absence of 
McCharities, McDonald's itself gives a decent quantity of money 
yearly to Hogar de Christo, a local NGO that aims to assist street 
children. Whether or not trashy fast food restaurants (which have 
semi-successfully reinvented themselves to embody a bizarre form of 
western chic) should be present in Quito is questionable. But this does 
indeed point toward the deplorable circumstance in Ecuador that a silly 
ketchup-stained fast food clown is taking a more active social role than 
the national government. 

Like most South American nations, Ecuador has a turbulent past. 
The discovery of oil in the 1970s, in addition to a flourishing banana 
trade, saw Ecuador headed toward a similar standard of living as 
Chile. All this extra dinero paved the way for big government, and by 
the 1980s, Ecuador naively adopted the majority of the IMF and World 
Bank's Policy recommendations, as did most of the developing world, 
With more money heading away from social spending and into Ill-famed 
austerity measures, in addition to falling global oil prices, governmental 
incompetence became abruptly obvious. By 1987, then-president León 
Febres Cordero was ousted from power. As a supporter of compliance 
with international creditors and pro-US policies, he was kidnapped 
and beaten by rogue members of the military in protest, There is little 
doubt that the implemented measures helped push Ecuador into the 
economic crisis of the 1990s. 

And yet, surprisingly, the IMF cannot hoard all the blame, When 
economic policy author Vice President Alberto Dahik Garzoni, 
entrenched in corruption charges, fled the country in 1995, politicians 
campaigned noisily against foreign monetary interventions, an 
effective salsa dance to distract attention from the blatant government 
corruption. Emerging from the diversionary smoke in 1997, Abdalá 
Bucaram Ortiz was elected to office. Remember this name. Serving 
less than six months, the president - nicknamed “El Loco" (the 
madman) - dined with penis-chopper Lorena Bobbit, recorded а рор 
song, and stole an estimated $100 million from the public purse during 
his brief time in office. Congress declared him “mentally unfit” for 
presidency, and he fled to Panama with rumored trash bags of cash 
and paintings from the Palacio’s walls. Following a very competitive 
game of presidential musical chairs, head of Congress Fabian Ernesto 
Alarcón Rivera assumed a brief interim Presidency. Not accredited for 
much, he was arrested on corruption charges a year after stepping 
down, replaced in 1998 by elected Jamil Mahuad Witt. 

Witt's first order of business was to freeze bank accounts 
nationwide in an attempt to control the mushrooming inflation as 
Ecuador's currency, the sucre, which was becoming imminently 








worthless, It is widely assumed that he and his inner circle removed 
millions of dollars before implementation of the freeze. Next up was 

a tremendously unpopular military arrangement, PLAN Colombia, 
granting the US use of a northern Ecuadorian airbase for sketchy 
operations in southern Colombia. By 2000 he began to lose national 
control as indigenous launched massive protests in response to his 
proposed dumping of the sucre for the US dollar as national currency. 
As the unrest turned to instability, the military dispelled Witt to replace 
him with Gustavo Noboa. Somehow oblivious to the pulse of the entire 
country, Noboa proceeded with “dollarization” then eventually fled in 
exile to the Dominican Republic, successfully avoiding the traditional 


“Latin America and Ecuador are not living an era 
“Changes, but an actual change of eras.” 


post-presidential corruption charges. Jamil Mahuad Witt now gives 
courses in political ethics at Harvard and the Kennedy School of 
Government. 

Amassing loads of left-wing support, including the powerful 
Confederación de Nacionalidades Indígenas del Ecuador (CONAIE), 
former coup leader Lucio Gutiérrez was elected popularly in 2002. 
Standing on a revolutionarily aggressive platform, he pledged to 
eliminate rampant corruption and nix the free trade negotiations 
with the US echoing popular sentiment. After just three months of 
nationwide breath-holding, he, too, broke alliances and pursued the 
free trade deal. By 2004, he was accused of embezzling public funds 
to support the campaigns of allied candidates. Predictable. Yet, the 
debauchery of this political soap opera continues. Accusing (possibly 
justly) the Supreme Court of bias, he dismissed the majority of its 
members with irrefutable intentions of dropping charges against 
the exiled Abdalá Bucaram Ortiz, (El Loco) obliviously expecting 
to gain political support. A big behind-the-scenes player in this 
lunacy, Bucaram promptly returned to the coastal city of Guayaquil, 
descended from a helicopter into a crowd of supporters, burst into 
song, and rode a horse through a park to the sea. 

Disgusted with the government in its ridiculous entirety, 

Quito, and much of the country, erupted into progressively violent 
demonstrations. Contributing to the national sense of déja vu, the 
military refused to restore order, and after a week of near-anarchy, 
Luis Gutiérrez was forced to flee the besieged National Palace by 
helicopter. 

And today, Ecuador is holding its breath once again. The last 
few months saw vicious campaigning from two combatant poles, 
Ecuador's richest man, billionaire banana mogul Alvaro Noboa and 
social populist Rafael Correa. They have certainly lived up to their 
descriptions. As Correa danced on stage, whipping his belt in the air 
(symbolizing his slogan “Dale Correa,” a play on his name translated 
as “Give them a belting"), Noboa was busy handing out wheelchairs, 
computers, televisions, and cash in exchange for votes. While some 
voters indeed cherish their new TVs, most Ecuadorians, no longer able 
to stomach this sleazy nonsense, elected Correa's radical socialist 
stance. 

While American tourists clamored to shake 43-year-old Correa's 
hand, the Congress - publicly perceived as the wealthy, racist, elite 
- will not be as easily swayed. Neither, with over 100 corporations 





operating in Ecuador, will the US giggle nervously when Correa snaps 
his belt on stage. The new preseident has already irked Wall Street, 
proposing to halve payments on Ecuador's massive $16.8-billion debt 
service, to reserve money for direly needed social programs. First on 
the agenda is the tattered “public” school system, which students 
must currently pay to attend. Correa has also stood firm against the 
notorious free trade agreement, TLC (Tratado Liberación Comercial), 
which would threaten an already dilapidated economy in innumerable 
ways - most noticeably, the potential to flood Ecuador with cheap 
subsidized produce that would destroy any remains of an indigenous 
marketplace. As a final aggravation to Uncle Sam, Correa will not 
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renew the detested Plan Colombia. Too often seen as Ecuador's 
Guantanamo Bay, the “Plan” holds much of the blame for the some 
400,000 Colombian refugees that have fled to Ecuador. (He did, 
meanwhile, concede to a possible reconsideration if the US permits an 
Ecuadorian military base in Miami.) 

Without a single party representative in Congress, Correa's 
battle within the country will likely be more bloody. Presidents have 
served as convenient scapegoats, allowing lawmakers to remain 
unaccountable for their consistent failure to represent the interests 
of the Ecuadorian people. Aware of this situation, Correa hopes to 
avoid the inevitable grand finale of exile or death, and has proposed 
a new governmental Constitution. In the spirit of Bolivian President 
Evo Morales, Correa also plans, after halving his own salary, to re- 
negotiate oil contracts with foreign interests who have offered to take 
four out of five barrels of Ecuador-produced oil. 

To bring about this kind of reform in the face of such colossal 
corruption is both painstaking and dangerous. Correa understands 
that he must circumvent much of the existing national government to 
do so. Pledging a “citizen's revolution," he has threatened to evoke the 
same type of demonstrations previously used to oust presidents, to 
force this transformation upon an otherwise obstinate and ineffectual 
congress. A populist revolution, in other words. 

As easy as it is to idolize Latin America's recent left-wing 
ascent from afar, it is vital to understand, especially in the case of 
‘embattled Ecuador, exactly where this rhetoric comes from, and what 
significance it holds for the people of Latin America. Too often nations 
are observed by the negligent western media's reporting of particular 
governments, rather than the actions of the people. In Ecuador's case, 
the people are no longer concerned with left or right wing. To date, 
these political directions have indicated no true bearing on the future 
of the nation, Protests continue. Flaming indigenous roadblocks draw 
attention to governmental neglect. Children march in solidarity, and 
university students take to the street whenever they can. Ecuador 
has been through hell the last few years, and the people are ready for 
change. There is one responsibility for those of us observing from a 
distance: to watch what is unfolding. Correa very well could be the 
catalyst to bring Ecuador's people out of the mud, but if he is not, we 
should be ready to shout with them. ill 











Japan's Neocons Part Il 


When Shinzo Abe became Prime Minister in September, he 
chose for his Cabinet a motley crew of young, conservative, 
and hawkish politicians — in other words, people much 

like himself. Political pundits and the media all predicted 
that Japan’s relations with China and South Korea, already 
strained due to previous Prime Minister Junichiro Koizumi’s 
insistence on visiting Yasukuni Shrine, a war memorial that 
glorifies Japan’s military past, would suffer further. 

But a funny thing happened. Just weeks into his tenure, 
Abe paid a visit to China and South Korea in an attempt 
to shore up relations. While he was literally en route from 
Beijing to Seoul, North Korea announced it had successfully 
tested a nuclear weapon. After years of belligerent, war- 
mongering rhetoric from Japan's right-wingers towards North 
Korea, some of whom now held senior Cabinet posts, a 
shudder ran through East Asia and in Washington D.C. What 
would Japan do now? Was the Korean War, which had ended 
in an uneasy truce, but no formal peace treaty back in 1953, 
about to flare up again? Would this be the last, final battle of 
the old Cold War, which had never ended in East Asia, or the 
beginning of nuclear Armageddon? 

Faced with the stark choice of conciliatory rhetoric and 
diplomacy or a possible nuclear attack, Abe did what few 
thought he would do: he offered words of caution. In Beijing 
and Seoul, he vowed Japan would work hard to re-establish 
trust. Unlike Koizumi, Abe was humble. And faced with the 
seriousness of the North Korean nuclear threat, Chinese and 
South Korean leaders realized that now was not the time to 
berate Japan over historical issues. The present was troubling 








Japanese Prime Minister Shinzo Abe and 
leaders of the Maritime Self-Defense Force 
review its fleet on board the naval vessel 
Kurama at Sagami Bay off Kanagawa 
Prefecture, 29 October 2006. A total of 48 
warships and helicopters participated in the 
review. AFP photo / Kazuhiro Nogi 


enough, and Japan's cooperation was needed to help prevent 
North Korea doing something rash. 

This “kinder, gentler” Abe drew surprised reactions in 
both Japan and the US, and gratitude in the rest of East Asia 
The Yasukuni controversy had, if not entirely disappeared, 
been mostly muted by a public that had sobered up to the 
that the overheated right-wing rhetoric was making things 
worse, not better, and both politicians and editors toned their 
anti-China rhetoric. 

Foreign Japan experts in the US, few of whom are really 
fluent in Japanese, celebrated Abe’s, and Japan’s, new attitude 
as the triumph of moderate, practical politics over extremism. 
The business community, led by Toyota, which had become 
almost the second Japanese embassy in China after its 
executives became a trusted back channel between Chinese 
and Japanese political leaders, rejoiced. 

By the end of 2006, China’s ambassador to Japan, 
Yi, was telling Chinese media that the “crisis” with Japan 
was over, and Chinese President Hu Jintao was dropping 
hints that he wanted to visit Japan in 2007. After five-and-a 
half years of worsening relations between Japan and its East 
Asian neighbors under his predecessor, it appeared that Japan 
had, indeed, begun to turn away from the hawkish, neocon 
diplomatic policies pursued by Abe. 

But if the rest of the world breathed a sigh of relief 
at Japan’s newfound realism in diplomacy, it was a very 
different story domestically. By New Year's Day, Abe had 
forced through the Diet legislation near and dear to not only 
his neocon advisors but old-style, unreconstructed right- 
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wingers, and found himself attempting, vainly at times, 
to convince the world Japan would not develop nuclear 
weapons following North Korea’s test of a nuclear device 
in October. 

Despite the almost daily protests of thousands of 
concerned parents, schoolteachers, and administrators, 
including a demonstration in Tokyo that drew nearly 
30,000 people, the Japanese Diet passed a controversial 
bill that would make teaching “patriotism” and “love 
of country” mandatory in schools. At the same time, 
the Defense Agency was upgraded to ministry status, 
reminding many older Japanese of the late 1930s, when 
the Army and Navy departments gained ever-larger 
control over the politicians and ultimately plunged the 
country into war. 

If the patriotism bill and the Defense Agency received 
little attention outside Japan, the suggestion by senior- 
level politicians, including Japan’s controversial Foreign 
Minister Taro Aso, that Japan should begin a debate 
on whether to acquire nuclear weapons drew instant 
international criticism. Former Australian Prime Minister 
Paul Keating, among others, warned that a nuclear- 
armed Japan would create an arms race in East Asia. 
Although Abe has vowed Japan will maintain its non- 
nuclear principles, one of his closest friends and advisors, 
Tsutomu Nishioka, a right-wing academic, was among 
those who penned a recent book advocating that Japan 
acquire nuclear weapons. 

Abe has said that his main task over the coming 
months will be to work on the Constitution, specifically 
Article Nine, which renouces war as a means for resolving 
international disputes. For decades, the “no-war” clause 
has been the pride of Japanese peace activists and liberals, 
and the bane of right-wingers, Conseratives, and Japan’s 
military ally, the United States. A two-decade campaign to 
revise the constitution, led by right wing politicians and 
media, however, has finally shifted public opinion in favor 
of revision. 

Japan’s next big political test comes in July, when Upper 
House elections are held. Even moderate losses by the ruling 
parties will, most commentators agree, likely spell the end 
of the Abe administration and until the elections, it is likely 
that Japan’s neocons will work quietly behind the scenes 
and attempt to avoid highly public controversies. If there is 
a genuine improvement in Japan’s relations with East Asia 
over the first half of 2007, the neocons in the Abe cabinet 
will keep relatively quiet. But behind the scenes, they will 
continue to push the country to the right as long as they can 
get away with it. im 
-Eric Johnston 





September 11 Conspiracy 





NOT IN THE NEWS 


9/11 was an inside job. 


BEHIND NOT IN THE NEWS 


Respected media outlets have yet to give credence to evidence 
suggesting that 9/11 could not have occurred without help from 
within the highest levels of the US government, Two of the many 
troubling mysteries: 


1.) The collapse of WTC 7, which resembles demolition, not a 
towering inferno. The official 571-page commission report fails to 
mention the collapse, and FEMA has admitted that their own “fire 
and impact damage” hypothesis only has a “low probability of 
being correct.” 


2.) Air defense meltdown. An hour and 20 minutes passed 
between the time the attacks commenced and the Pentagon 
strike, yet jet fighters failed to make an appearance. Andrews Air 
Force base sits only 20km from the military nerve centre of the 

US, which it is meant to protect. According to David Ray Griffin, 
author of The New Pearl Harbor: Disturbing Questions about the 
Bush Administration and 9/11, the Pentagon was also “ringed 

by sophisticated anti-aircraft batteries," which should have 
intercepted any plane to enter restricted airspace without a military 
transponder. 


A growing list of academics, engineers and high-level intelligence 
insiders such as Bill Christison (who spent 28 years with the CIA) 
have begun expressing their doubts in the official story. All they're 
saying is that where there is evidence of a crime, there must be an 
investigation, conducted by someone other than the individuals 
suspected of being involved — in this case, the PNAC hawks who 
drafted the blueprint calling for “a new Pearl Harbor.” 


One of the best Internet sources for 9/11 information is 
www.911truth.org 


Michael Hey 










A quarter century ago, the executive director of AIPAC = the 
American Israel Public Affairs Committee — established an 
analytical unit inside the organization to write in-depth advocacy 
papers for policymakers. The year was 1981, the president was 
Ronald Reagan, and arrac had just lost a hard-fought battle in 
Congress over the sale of awacs surveillance aircraft to Saudi 
Arabia. The А1РАС leader was an energetic former congressional 
aide named Thomas Dine, who used the setback to build Arac 
into a formidable political force. Over the next few years, 

Dine quadrupled АтРАСЎ grassroots membership as well as its 
budget and aggressively expanded contacts with Congress and 
policymakers, He set out to supply politicians with analyses 
geared toward advancing Israeli interests, in the stated belief that 
anyone who wrote papers read by policymakers would effectively 
“own” the policymakers. 

This was a seminal moment in the decades-long growth of the 
lobby's influence on US Middle East policy, often to the detriment 
of US national interests. Many have characterized the relationship 
between what the United States does in the Middle East and what 
the lobby wants it to do as a case of the Israeli tail wagging the U 
dog. Israel and its US supporters, although constituting the junior 
partner in the relationship, are seen as virtually dictating policy 
to whatever administration and Congress are in power. There are 
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myriad examples of this dynamic, most notably Israel's invasion 
of Lebanon in 1982, which dragged the US into a disastrous 
intervention, and Israel’s invasion of the West Bank in 2002, 
during which Prime Minister Ariel Sharon openly and repeatedly 
defied President George Bush’s demand for a withdrawal. Others 
maintain that the tail-wagging is the other way around: that the 
United States, as the superpower, patron of Israel, and its major 
aid donor, is unmistakably the senior partner and the dog that 
wags the tail. The question, therefore, is which is the accurate 
assessment, or is the cynical view of Israeli commentator Michel 
Warschawski correct, that “there is neither a dog nor a tail, but 
one global war of re-colonization, and one aggressive monster 
with two ugly heads”? 





silence broken 

Despite the growing power of the Israel lobby, and the growing 
convergence of US and Israeli efforts toward global and regional 
Middle East domination, public debate over the size and 
substance of the lobby's role in US policymaking was almost non- 
existent until two political scientists, John Mearsheimer of the 
University of Chicago and Stephen Walt of Harvard University, 
issued an $1-page report in March 2006 analyzing lobby 
strength. Mearsheimer, the R. Wendell Harrison Distinguished 





Service Professor of Political Science, and Walt, Belfer Professor 
of International Affairs, are leading proponents of the realist 
school of foreign policy, which argues that states act to further 
military and economic power rather than pursue idealism and 
ethics. Their report sparked widespread interest when it was 
published in abbreviated form in the London Review of Books. 
Defining the lobby broadly as “the loose coalition of individuals 
and organizations who actively work to shape US foreign policy 
in a pro-Israel direction,” Mearsheimer and Walt conclude that 
the thrust of US policy in the Middle East is overwhelmingly the 
result of the lobby's activities. They observe that, while other 
lobbies and interest groups have also demonstrated an ability to 
skew policy, “no lobby has managed to divert US foreign policy 


accordinG to president carter, 


silenced a 





as far from what the American national interest would otherwise 
suggest, while simultaneously convincing Americans that US and 
Israeli interests are essentially identical.” 

The report aroused instantaneous and vocal opposition from 
the very individuals whom the authors identify as members of 
the lobby. Harvard law professor Alan Dershowitz, a vociferous 
advocate of Israel, called the authors “liars” engaging in “crass 
bigotry” and likened their arguments to neo-Nazi propaganda, 
filled with “thinly veiled charges of Jewish control of American 
thought” reminiscent of The Protocols of the Elders of Zion. 
Abraham Foxman and his Anti-Defamation League (Арі) charged 
that the reports main thesis “is the embodiment of classic, anti- 
Jewish conspiracy theory.” 

Most criticism from Israel's strongest advocates fails, 
however, to address the principal points of the Mearsheimer- 
Walt study: that influential elements in the United States — non- 
Jews as well as Jews — who have as a primary objective the 
advancement of Israeli interests have gained undue influence 
over US Middle East policy and use this influence to tilt 
policy toward Israel in ways that are contrary to US national 
interests. Instead, critics argue off the point, raising straw men 
that distract from the report’s main thesis. 

The accusation that Mearsheimer and Walt are “anti-Semitic” 
is the charge most commonly heard from supporters of Israel 
across the political spectrum. Not coincidentally, it is also a line 
of attack long used by the lobby to silence and indeed attack 
anyone who dares question Israeli policies or the United States’ 
close ties to Israel. The question of anti-Semitism was addressed 
during a major debate in New York in September that pitted 
Mearsheimer and two allies against a former Israeli official and 
two policymakers from the Clinton administration, Dennis 
Ross and Martin Indyk. These three opponents of Mearsheimer, 
although clearly supporters of Israel, are generally regarded as 
centrists, neither particularly hardcore like Dershowitz nor right- 


wing, but all three echoed Dershowitz in charging that the report 
“lowers itself to the level of anti-Semitism” or “has connotations 
of anti-Semitism,” simply because it discusses the role of some 
Jews in positions of power and influence. 

This debate around anti-Semitism is a diversion from the 
main issue and is undoubtedly intended as such. The New York 
panel spent fully one-third of its allotted time examining whether 
Mearsheimer and Walt are anti-Semitic before getting to any 
substantive analysis of the report's conclusions and evidence. 
Criticism of former President Jimmy Carter’s book, Palestine: 
Peace Not Apartheid follows the same pattern. Critics charge 
poor scholarship or hint at anti-Semitism because Carter uses 
the term “apartheid” to describe Israel's policies in the occupied 
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Palestinian territories. Many, including the Democratic Party 
leadership, have criticized the book, but few have provided 
evidence to support their charges or seriously examined the 
evidence behind Carter’s thesis. 

A member of the New York panel who spoke in support of 
the Mearsheimer-Walt report, New York University professor 
Tony Judt, has written about the crippling effect that Americans’ 
induced fear of being labeled anti-Semitic has had on public 
discourse about anything relating to Israel and ultimately 
on policy. During the panel discussion, he highlighted the 
phenomenon by observing that, although there are “hundreds 
of distorting lobbies” in the US, the Israel lobby is the only one 
that not only acts energetically in pursuit of its cause, “but acts 
constantly and very effectively to silence criticism of its cause.” In 
a similar vein, Mearsheimer observed in an interview with Mother 
Jones that the main reason the strong affinity between the US 
and Israel continues is the absence of open and candid discussion 
about the relationship. There would be far less sympathy for 
Israel, he said, if Americans knew what Israelis are doing in the 
occupied territories. “In essence, America’s present relationship 
with Israel could not withstand public scrutiny.” 

Jimmy Carter's book makes a major effort to provide more 
scrutiny, but its success is so far uncertain. Scott Ritter, who worked 
closely with Israel as a military intelligence officer and as a UN 
weapons inspector in Iraq, reiterates both Judt's and Mearsheimer’s 
observations in his new book Target Iran. While many nations 
maintain active lobbies in the US, he writes, none has “the scope and 
clout” of the Israel lobby and none operates in its “brazen manner.” 
Ritter foresees a potentially catastrophic US-Israeli confrontation 
with Iran and believes the only way to avoid this will be by bringing 
the nature of the US-Israeli relationship into the national discourse, 
fundamentally re-examining why the US operates in “continued 
national impotence as another nation, Israel, dictates national 
security policy for all America.” 








In a 2003 critique of Israel and 
the US-Israeli relationship in the New 
York Review of Books, Judt touched 
on what Mearsheimer and Walt later 
laid out as their principal thesis. Jude 
wrote that Israel continued “to mock 
its American patron” by building illegal 
settlements even as the US was pushing 
the “Roadmap” peace plan calling for a 
freeze on settlement construction. Israel 
had reduced the powerful president of the 
United States, he said, to a “ventriloquist’s 
dummy, pitifully reciting the Israeli 
cabinet line.” Its behavior “has been a 
disaster for American foreign policy.” The 
United States’ unconditional support for 
Israel “is the main reason why most of 
the rest of the world no longer credits our 
good faith. 
James-Abourezk-knows-thelobby- 
well. A US senator from South Dakota 
from 1972-1978, Abourezk says, from his 
experience in Congress, that “the support 
Israel has in that body is based completely 
on political fear” — fear that “anyone 
who does not do what Israel wants done” 
will be defeated by the lobby. Abourezk 
reinforces the point about the lobby's 
efforts to silence. “Even one voice is 
attacked,” he writes, “on grounds that if 
Congress is completely silent on the issue, 
the press will have no one to quote, which 
effectively silences the press as well. Any 
journalists or editors who step out of line 
are quickly brought under control by well 
organized economic pressure against the 
newspaper caught sinning.” Jimmy Carter 
has described a similar phenomenon in 
recent commentaries, noting that AIPAC's 
“extraordinary lobbying efforts” have 
silenced all debate in policymaking 
councils, in Congress, and in the media 
about Israeli policie: 

Abourezk describes pressure tactics 
that were already in full swing before 
AIPAC set out to “own” policymakers, and 
Carter has made it clear that the lobby’s 
stranglehold on discourse and on decision 
making has tightened. The pro-Israeli tilt 
that has, to one degree or another, been 
characteristic of most administrations and 
most Congresses since Israel’s creation 
was clearly not Dine's invention or a 
phenomenon that emerged only in the 
1980s. But Dine institutionalized the 
process, strengthening it significantly. 

In 1984, in addition to the internal 
analytical unit, АТРАС spun off another 
body, the Washington Institute for Near 
East Policy (WINEP), that remains a pre- 











eminent think tank — one that has placed 
its analysts in policymaking jobs in several 
administrations. Dennis Ross, who was 
the senior Middle East policymaker in 

the administrations of George H.W. Bush 
and Bill Clinton, came from WINEP and 
returned there after leaving government 
service. Martin Indyk, an original member 
of AIPAC's analytical unit and wINEP's first 
director, entered a senior policymaking 
position in the Clinton administration 
from there. Mearsheimer and Walt 
correctly describe both men as situated 
“at the core of the lobby.” 

This assertion addresses a critical 
aspect of the lobby question by 
emphasizing the reality that the lobby has 
in recent decades actually become a part 
of various administrations. The lobby is 





1,700 unions in the US own more than 
$5 billion of Israel bonds. This effectively 
obliges the unions to support Israel, 
Blankfort believes, making the American 
labor movement a part of the lobby. It 
one reason that the organized left in 
the United States has opposed making 
the Palestine issue part of the anti-war 
movement. Many states and universities 
also invest in Israel bonds, as well as 
in Israeli companies, giving these local 
governments and institutions an interest 
in supporting Israel’s policies in order to 
keep the Israeli economy going. 

The pervasiveness of the lobby's 
influence makes Tony Judt's reference 
to the US president as a “ventriloquist’s 
dummy" particularly apt. As Walt pointed 
out in a Mother Jones interview, no 


-also-not-confined.to-the-formal Jewish- matter what Israel does, the United States. 


American organizations such as А1РАС and 
the apt and think tanks like wiNEP and 
JINSA, the Jewish Institute for National 
Security Affairs, but also includes 
numerous individuals who work on 
Israel's behalf and encompasses the very 
large fundamentalist Christian right. The 
Christian right strongly supports Israel’s 
continued control over the West Bank, 
Gaza, and East Jerusalem as the essential 
prerequisite to the so-called Millennium, 
when they believe Jesus Christ will 
reappear. During the last several years 

in particular, the Christian right has 
used its vast numbers to lobby both the 
administration and Congress in support 
of Israel's policies and in opposition to 
any proposal that would require Israeli 
concessions. 

The kind of blunt pressure on decision 
makers that Abourezk describes is only 
one way in which the organized lobby 
operates. The bond between Israel and the 
US has always had its grounding as much 
in soft emotions as in the hard realities 
of geopolitical strategy. Over the years 
since Israel's creation, there has been a 
pervasive atmosphere in which Israel is 
simply assumed to be so close to the US, 
its interests so closely intertwined with 
American interests, that it is accepted 
almost as a part of the US. 

The lobby reinforces this sentiment, 
channeling it into institutional ways 
of involving ordinary Americans in 
supporting Israel. Jeffrey Blankfort, a 
northern California radio host and long- 
time commentator on the Palestinian- 
Israeli conflict and other Middle East 
issues, points out, for instance, that 











continues to support it. “They continue 
to build settlements even though every 
president since Lyndon Johnson has 
thought that was a bad idea. They spy 
on us routinely. They've given or sold 
American military technology to other 
countries. Also . . . they have conducted a 
wide variety of human rights violations, 
and yet none of those activities ever slows 
down American support.” For the last 
several decades, AIPAC has frequently 
involved itself directly in the legislative 
process, writing legislation relating to 
the Middle East and pushing a series of 
anti-Arab, pro-Israeli resolutions that 
state the stance of the Senate and the 
House on various issues, such as Israel’s 
construction of the separation wall and 
Israel’s summer 2006 attack on Lebanon, 
AIPAC often boasts that it vets and exerts 
influence over presidential candidates. 
During the 2004 presidential campaign 
when Howard Dean issued a mild and 
seemingly non-controversial call for an 
“even-handed” US policy toward the 
Arab-Israeli conflict, he was roundly 
condemned by the lobby and by fellow 
Democrats, and he quickly dropped the 
call. Long-serving congressmen who 
deviate are targeted for electoral defeat. 
In the 19865, Representative Paul Findley 
and Senator Charles Percy, who had each 
served multiple terms in Illinois, were 
defeated through the efforts of АІРАС after 
both spoke out in favor of negotiating 
with the PLO. More recently, Georgia's 
Cynthia McKinney has twice been the 
target of aıpac’s electoral interference. 
The list goes on. Israel and its lobby 
have been the policy initiators, the US the 


follower, in Israel’s 1967 war, its 1982 
invasion of Lebanon, its 2002 invasion 

of the West Bank, its 40-year settlement- 
construction enterprise in the occupied 
Palestinian territories, its disproportionate 
attacks on Palestinians, its assault on 
Lebanon. The scope of the lobby’s 
infiltration of government policy-making 
councils has been unprecedented during 
the current Bush administration, and there 
is strong evidence that neo-conservatives 
inside the administration - whose ties 

to Israel’s right wing are undeniable 

— were the architects of the invasion of 
Iraq and of the administration’s push 

to “transform” the Middle East and 
spread “democracy” throughout the 
region. Mearsheimer and Walt assert 

that the Iraq War was “at least partly 





dollars. One economist, Thomas Stauffer, 
who has long tracked aid to Israel, put the 
figure much higher in 2002, estimating a 
total of $240 billion in the preceding 30 
years, adjusted to current dollars. Israel 
now receives an automatic $2-3 billion 
annually in grant aid, mostly military, in 
addition to large increments of additional 
aid to compensate for the cost to Israel of 
such actions as the Lebanon War and the 
Gaza withdrawal. 


defininG the national interest 

The truly important part of the debate 
over the lobby's power swirls around 
the issue of national interests - what 
constitutes national interests, who. 
determines them, and whether real 
national interests are harmed by the 





ties to US arms makers strengthen 
the ability of the military-industrial 
complex to control what are defined as 
US national interests. The Israel lobby 
holds unquestionable sway over many 
individual congressmen and executive 
branch officials, including in the White 
House, making it difficult for anyone to 
influence the alleged national interests of 
the US in ways that the lobby might feel 
weakened Israel’s special relationship with 
the US. Any debate involving this taboo 
subject, even indirectly, would almost 
certainly be quashed before it started, 
buried under paeans for Israel from both 
Republicans and Democrats. 

Afif Safich, the head of the Palestine 
Liberation Organization Mission in 
Washington, makes another point. He 
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be confirmed by the fact that some of 
these same neocons authored a strategy 
paper, entitled “A Clean Break” in the 
mid-1990s for then Israeli Prime Minister 
Benjamin Netanyahu, laying out a plan 
for attacking Iraq that was later pushed 
when the neocons entered the Bush 
administration. The strategy was designed 
explicitly to assure Israel's regional 
dominance, to undermine the Oslo peace 
process and to relieve Israel of pressure to 
make concessions to the Palestinians. 

One of the authors, David Wurmser, 
remains in government as Vice President 
Richard Cheney’s Middle East adviser; 
the others, Richard Perle and Douglas 
Feith, were closely involved in Iraq War 
planning as, respectively, an adviser to 
the Pentagon and an undersecretary of 
defense. Almost all the other neocons, 
both Jews and non-Jews, have also 
compiled long records of advocacy on 
behalf of Israel. These include Paul 
Wolfowitz, Elliott Abrams, John Bolton, 
and their cheerleaders on the sidelines 
such as William Kristol, Robert Kagan, 
Norman Podhoretz, the late Jeane 
Kirkpatrick, and numerous right-wing, 
pro-Israeli think tanks in Washington. 

In response to the lobby's pressure 
on legislators and policy-makers, the 
US has given Israel massive amounts of 
military and economic aid over the years. 
Mearsheimer and Walt cite statistics 
from the US Agency for International 
Development indicating that between 
1976 and 2003, the US gave Israel a total 
of $140 billion in aid, in constant 2003 


of Israel's policies have nonetheless 
been dismissive of the notion that the 
lobby has particular influence over 
policy. Their arguments center on the 
issue of what actually constitutes the US 
national interest. Noam Chomsky has 
frequently indicated that Middle East 
policy is determined largely by what he 
calls the “tight state-corporate linkage” 
where domestic power is concentrated 
— in other words, the military-industrial 
complex working in cooperation with 
the government, whose special interests, 
Chomsky believes, ultimately define US 
national interests. The Israel lobby has 
some impact on determining policy in 
Chomsky’s estimation, but to a far lesser 
extent and generally only insofar as the 
lobby’s interests conform to corporate- 
government interests. 

Chomsky and the other left critics 
of the lobby study essentially believe 
that US policy has always been directed 
at the advancement of US imperial and 
corporate interests, and that Israel, far 
from leading the US into harmful policies 
and foreign adventures, has always done 
the US bidding. The US would pursue its 
imperial objectives even without Israel, 
and it has pursued these in areas outside 
the Middle East, such as Chile, Indonesia, 
Central America, and elsewhere, without 
benefit of any lobby. The Israel lobby, in 
this view, functions as merely a handy 
adjunct to US policy, not an agent with 
any control or particular influence. 

One thing this argument ignores, 
however, is that the lobby and its close 


not allow for the fact that each situation 
has its own specificity, the specificity in 
this case being that the junior partner 

can often “hijack” and “monopolize” 
decisionmaking on Middle East issues. 
The left’s argument comes from a kind of 
determinism that assumes US policy has 
rarely, if ever, deviated from a clearly laid- 
out imperial strategy designed to promote 
corporate interests. 

But simply because the US overthrew a 
government deemed inimical to American 
business interests in Chile or supported 
a dictator in Indonesia where the oil 
industry had interests does not prove 
that whenever Israel has attacked Arab 
countries, as with Egypt in 1967 and 
Lebanon in 1982, it was acting to serve 
the United States or was, as Chomsky 
has alleged, performing a “huge service 
to the US-Saudis-Energy corporations 
by smashing secular Arab nationalism.” 
Israel in no way serves to ensure US access 
to or control over the Middle East’s oil 
resources, nor does it work in conjunction 
with the oil industry. 

There is no denying the intricate 
interweaving of the US military-industrial- 
financial complex with Israel’s military, 
industrial, and financial interests, as 
Chomsky and others on the left contend, 
but rather than a relationship in which 
Israel does the bidding of the US 
corporate-government conglomeration, 
in reality the entanglement is much more 
one between two independent players. 
And the lobby essentially functions to 
sustain and manipulate the entanglement. 


Blankfort maintains that the influence of the lobby “is 
actually underestimated. Not only does it keep Congress in 
thrall to its demands on issues pertaining to Israel and the 
Middle East in general, it also serves, less conspicuously, as 

a powerful lobbying force for maintaining America’s high 
levels of military spending and for integrating the Israeli arms 
industry with that of the US.” This integration, Blankfort says, 
“goes a long way to explain why there has been no significant 
opposition to the annual military budget from any sector of 
Congress.” 

Israel and its lobby work hand in glove with the US arms 
industry to advance their combined, usually compatible 
interests. The relatively few powerful, wealthy families that 
dominate the Israeli arms industry are just as interested 
in pressing for aggressively militaristic US and Israeli 


they write, has “inflamed Arab and Islamic opinion and 
jeopardized US security.” They believe the US has actually set 
aside its own security to advance the interests of another state. 
The obvious result has been more terrorism against the US 
and its allies. Osama bin Laden’s videos and taped statements 
from the 1990s talk about the Palestinians and his anger with 
the US because of its alliance with Israel. His anger and that 
of other radical Islamists is on behalf of Muslims who have 
been killed and exploited by the US, Israel, and the West for 
decades, and Palestinians are perhaps the most prominent 
among these. His anger is shared by millions of the oppressed, 
and he can attract the radicals among them to his struggle 
on the basis of his stance as a defender of Palestinians and 
all oppressed Muslims. This is a danger to the United States, 
arising directly from the strong US-Israel tie and the lobby's 
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foreign policies as are the ceos of US arms corporations. 
As globalization has progressed, so have the ties of joint 
ownership, and close financial and technological cooperation 
among the arms corporations of the two nations grown ever 
closer, The relationship is symbiotic, and the lobby cooperates 
intimately to keep it alive; lobbyists can go to many in 
Congress and tell them credibly that if aid to Israel is cut off, 
thousands of arms-industry jobs in their districts will be lost. 
The lobby does not simply passively support the desires of the 
military-industrial complex. It actively twists arms in Congress 
and the administration to perpetuate acceptance of certain 
“national interests” that many Americans believe are wrong. 


a two-headed monster 

As Tony Judt noted, much of the rest of the world now “no 
longer credits our good faith.” Strong US support for Israel 
has long roiled Arab public opinion, but since the collapse of 
the peace process and the start of the Palestinian Intifada and 
Israel's harsh crackdown in September 2000, opinion polls 

in Arab and Muslim countries have repeatedly shown strong 
and growing distrust of the United States, linked principally 
to US support for Israel’s oppression of the Palestinians and 
more recently to the Iraq War. Hostile attitudes reach into 

the 70-80 percent range in many Arab countries. Similar, 
although not as strong or pervasive, distrust of the US emerges 
in polls in Europe. The growing anti-US sentiment resulting 
from the close US relationship with Israel is a principal 
emphasis in the Mearsheimer-Walt report. The authors point 
out at the opening of their report that Bush administration 
policies, heavily influenced by the Israel lobby, have helped 
produce a “resilient insurgency in Iraq, a sharp rise in world 
oil prices, and terrorist bombings in Madrid, London, and 
Amman.” The United States’ “unwavering” support for Israel, 





strenuous efforts to sustain it, that cannot be underestimated. 

The tragedy of the present situation is that it has become 
impossible to separate Israeli from alleged US interests – that 
is, not what should be real US national interests, but the 
selfish and self-defined “national interests” of the political- 
corporate-military complex that, in conjunction with the 
lobby, dominates the Bush administration, Congress, and both 
major political parties. The specific groups that now dominate 
the government are the globalized arms, energy, and financial 
industries, and the entire military establishments, of the US 
and of Israel - groups that have quite literally hijacked the 
government and stripped it of most vestiges of democracy. 
The “aggressive monster with two ugly heads” that Michel 
Warschawski speaks of is a reality. 

This convergence of manipulated “interests” has a 
profound effect on US policy choices in the Middle East. If 
the United States is unable to distinguish the world’s or its 
own real needs from those of another state and that state's 
lobby, then it simply cannot say that it always acts in its 
own best interests. In the face of the massive human rights 
violations being committed against Palestinians today, the 
failure to recognize this reality is where those who belittle the 
lobby's power and accept US Middle East policy as simply an 
unchangeable part of a longstanding strategy are particularly 
dangerous. ik 
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A European news camera follows a group of Canadians 

in battle gear as they swarm into a small Afghan village, 
breaking down doors with their boots and interrogating the 
families inside. In one home, inhabited by veiled women and 
an old man with a long white beard, a soldier is demanding 
information on the whereabouts of Taliban fighters. “Too 
bad for you if you don’t want to tell us where they are 
hiding,” says the soldier, “We are going to come and kill 
them. We are going to bomb and shoot everywhere. Is that 
what you want?” 

In another home, a soldier raised on wheat and milk in 
a land of forests and rivers — a land in which the flourishing 
Afghan poppy fields are symbols of the dead in war - 
lectures a group of Afghan men. “It’s not a good idea to join 
the Taliban,” he says. “My soldiers are very well trained. 
They are good shooters. And you will die.” 

Taking a softer line, he brandishes a wad of cash under 
their noses. But the men only look on in silence until, at 
last, one speaks. “It’s nice of you, but we don’t want your 
money. It’s our country. And with all our strength we will 
protect it.” 

Those scenes were aired last summer on France 2, part 
of a report on the activities of Canadian soldiers currently 
operating = such a surgical term — in the Kandahar province 
of southern Afghanistan. It’s not the sort of reportage 
one tends to see on Canadian television, where domestic 
journalists embedded with the Canadian Forces must sign an 
agreement promising not to spend “an inordinate amount of 
time” covering non-military activities, such as the plight of 


the Afghan people, and are required to submit their work to 
censors. Such images of the “high-intensity combat” that is 
now Canada's primary occupation in Afghanistan disrupt a 
carefully crafted vision in which, as Canada’s Conservative 
prime minister, Stephen Harper, put it in his speech of 
September 11, 2006, “Canadian heroes are being made 
every day.” 

Surrounded by families of September 11 victims, 
Harper repeated what Canadians are frequently told is 
the justification for their presence in that far-off land: 
“Canadians are reconstructing the basic infrastructure 
of a shattered nation.” Speaking with his trademark self- 
assurance, he informed the Canadian public that, “Many 
— but not yet all Afghan families — are beginning to rebuild 
their lives with our help.” 

If only. As US-led NATO troops conduct search-and- 
destroy missions on villages while resurgent Taliban fighters 
kill schoolteachers, a new mafia of warlords and corrupt 
officials run the country under foreign protection. War- 
ravaged civilians find themselves, once again, in a familiar 
predicament: “The strong do what they can,” as the 
historian Thucydides observed in the fifth century BC, “and 
the weak suffer what they must.” 

Yet the boastful cries of an early American victory over 
the Taliban have lately been replaced by the cautionary 
words of NATO commander David Richards: “We need 
to realize that we could actually fail here.” And Canada, 
traditionally a peacekeeper on the global stage, finds that 
it has bought an expensive piece of the American war on 





terror at a time when the United States” 
reputation is sinking around the world. 
As other regions, like Darfur, cry out 
for the kind of mediation Canadians 
once provided, the world wonders: has 
Canada lost its soul? 


The Dirty War 

The Gulf emirate of Dubai, the Middle 
East’s unrivalled hub, is a popular 
transit point to the region’s war zones. 
At the trendy Buddha Bar, where Arabs 


Canade 


only $70. It ought to be easy, he thinks, 
to change the equation. A few hundred 
million would do it. Some serious 
reconstruction. Help the Afghans plant 
new crops instead of destroying their 
poppies and leaving them to starve. But 
nobody wants to spend the money. 
“Don’t forget, Osama was our man, 
he says, referring to the money, arms 
and training the cia supplied to the 
Afghan and Arab fighters who were the 
Soviets’ worst nightmare — and have 


breaking approach to global conflict, 
one birthed in the killing fields of World 
Wars Гапа П and the mushroom clouds 
of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. It’s an 
approach which posits that, as with 
schoolyard brawls, some third party 
needs to step in and mediate. It takes 
the position that most conflicts can be 
reasonably and rationally resolved; that 
war is not inevitable. 

The doctrine of “peacekeeping,” a 
term popularized by Canada’s Secretary 





being called 


a pansy-assed doctrine unfit for the cruel milieu of 


“failed states.” 


in white dishdashas toss back flaming 
martinis with high-flying professionals 
from Europe, North America, and 
almost every country on the planet - all 
soaking up the glut of petrodollars from 
sky-high oil prices — a grizzled British 
aid worker on leave from Afghanistan 
describes the “dirty war” he’s seeing 

up close. 

“The Canadians were lumbered into 
it by the Americans,” he says between 
swigs of imported beer. “They weren't 
told the whole truth and nothing but 
the truth. When we heard they were 
leaving Kabul for Kandahar, we thought 
they were out of their minds.” He lights 
a Marlboro in the shadow of a giant 
gold Buddha and leans in to speak over 
the techno beat. “It was supposed to be 
shock and awe, but it’s turned into fart 
and fizzle.” 

The Americans, he says, knew that 
to get things done in Afghanistan 
“they had to shove a suitcase full of 
money at a warlord, but the Canadians 
don't know how the game is played. 
They want to do it on the cheap.” The 
Taliban are paying a $100 a month to 
fighters, while the Afghan police make 


since become NATO's. “We created him. 
Now we've got a war, haven't we?” He 
takes another swig of beer. “And it’s a 
very dirty war.” 

He describes the Canadian troops 
huddled in their fortified camp in 
Kandahar, rarely speaking to an 
Afghan. Their patronizing attitude, 
shared by other NATO troops, is 
alienating Afghan civilians, he says. 
“The Afghans are very nice people. 
They'd just like to have a job and be 
treated with some dignity. There's 
billions for new military equipment but 
they’ve built not a single reconstruction 
project. It’s not enough to deliver a few 
blankets to a village. And the Taliban 
are using that, saying, look you fools, 
you believed they were here to help and 
you've been had. The Canadians didn’t 
know what they were getting into and 
now they can’t get out.” 


A Short History of Peacekeeping 

This new militarism represents a major 
shift in Canada’s role in the world. A 
middle power in the global pecking 
order, Canada distinguished itself over 
the past half-century with a ground- 


of State for External Affairs (and later 
Prime Minister) Lester B. Pearson, 
emerged, not surprisingly, in the Middle 
East. It was 1956, in the thick of the 
Cold War, and Egypt's President Gamal 
Abdel Nasser had nationalized the Suez 
Canal, through which most of Europe’s 
oil was flowing and which France and 
Britain had long used to maintain an 
iron grip on their colonies. Britain and 
France secretly conspired with Israel 
to invade, and suddenly another world 
war loomed on the horizon, one that 
threatened to draw in the United States 
and the ussr. So Pearson proposed an 
innovative solution: a peacekeeping 
force made up of noncombatants under 
the umbrella of the United Nations 
that would act as a buffer and monitor 
a ceasefire. Amazingly, the move 
succeeded. For this, he won the Nobel 
Peace Prize. 

Since then, Canada has sent more 
than 100,000 soldiers to serve in 
UN peacekeeping missions around 
the world. It’s a role that Canadians 
pioneered, one that has earned them 
a reputation for quiet diplomacy and 
the admiration of the world. Even 


the RAND Corporation, a conservative 
American think tank, reports that UN 
peacekeeping is “the most efficient 
form of international intervention so 
far documented,” with a success rate 
markedly higher than that of American 
interventions. 

Of late, however, a jaundiced eye 
has been cast on Canada’s legacy of 
peacekeeping. “National vanity,” it is 
being called, a pansy-assed doctrine 
unfit for the cruel milieu of “failed 
or failing states,” “terrorism” and 
“organized wedond militia," as the 





iia describe the “changing face 
of war.” 

“An enemy-centered mentality is 
creeping inexorably into the Canadian 
military psyche,” writes defense studies 
professor Walter Dorn, a consultant on 
peacekeeping operations at the UN who 
is currently serving in the Congo. Dorn 
has chronicled the demise of Canadian 
peacekeeping, noting that while Canada 
has historically been among the top ten 
nations contributing to UN missions, it 
has now slipped to 55th place with less 
than 60 peacekeepers in total. One was 
killed last year when Israel bombed a 
well-marked UN post in Lebanon. 

Former Prime Minister Jean 
Chrétien originally sent secret 
commandos to Afghanistan in 2001 
and troops in 2002, and cut a deal 
that sent Canadians to Kabul within 
NATO’s ISAF mission to appease the 
United States after Canada’s refusal 
to go to Iraq. But it wasn’t until 2005 
that Chrétien’s successor, Paul Martin, 
agreed to move Canadian soldiers from 
a peace-stabilization mission in Kabul 
to the increasingly deadly combat role 
in Kandahar. This seismic shift was 
championed by General Rick Hillier, 

a tough-talking hawk who frames the 
Afghan mission around killing the 
“murderers and scumbags” who “detest 
our freedoms.” Hillier spent two years 
commanding American troops in Fort 


Hood, Texas, before being appointed 
Canada’s Commander of the Army in 
2003. He was promoted to Chief of 
Defence Staff in 2005. 

Hillier, writes Oftawa Citizen 

















seat and hit the pedal to the floor. While 
most Canadians still identify with 
peacekeeping, Harper has stated that 
what Canadians really want is a Canada 
that “punches above its weight.” 

“Hillier was behind getting 
Canadians to accept the new militarism 
and shift from peacekeeping to war- 
fighting in Afghanistan,” says Steven 
Staples, a defense analyst with the 
Polaris Institute. “He was brought in 
specifically to transform the forces and 
he knew the way to do that was to get 
a military mission that would allow it. 
He and the defense lobby knew that 
once the Canadians were entrenched 
there, any government would have no 
choice but to go along with supporting 
the troops — our military right or 
wrong. And it's worked brilliantly with 
Harper's crowd. They've nailed their 
flag to the pole and can’t get out.” 

The goal of Canada’s intervention 
in Afghanistan, says Staples, is “very 
clear: coming on side in the US war on 
terrorism.” 





The Ugly Canadian? 

During the past half-century, Canada 
has portrayed its military as a 
peacekeeping force closely linked to the 
United Nations. No longer. In a new $3- 
million televised ad campaign, part of 

a military recruitment drive, Canadian 
soldiers are shown in combat roles 
(though not, of course, kicking in doors 
or interrogating frightened civilians). 
Quick-cut, movie-trailer-style images 
are en by the words “Fight 

» “Fight Distress,” “Fight Chaos,” 
a Дд “Fight with the Canadian Forces.” 





Térror,” but chat message was is volles 
when it drew a negative response from 
focus groups. For most Canadians, the 
*war on terror" is closely associated 
with a dark phase in American history: 
Abu Ghraib, secret CIA prisons, the 
nightmare of Iraq, and "extraordinary 
renditions” like the kidnapping of 
Canadian Maher Arar, who spent ten 
months being tortured in Syria for 

no reason. 

“Canada is changing,” says James 
Ingalls, the American co-author 
(with Sonali Kolhatkar) of Bleeding 
Afghanistan: Washington, Warlords 
and the Propaganda of Silence. 
Traveling through Afghanistan in 
2005, the authors found, as has anyone 
who's bothered to look, that Canada 
is “working in tandem” with the US in 
what has become a very bloody war. 
“Civilians are getting killed,” says 
Ingalls, “and every time they do, 
more people think the Taliban is the 
better option.” 

Not only is Canada’s military role 
changing, so is its tradition of respect 
for international law. Arar’s kidnapping 
and rendition is one of the ugliest public 
examples, but such “renditions” are par 
for the course in Afghanistan. As early 
as 2002, Canadian soldiers were turning 
over captives to the United States, which 
transferred them to Guantanamo Bay. 
Subsequent prisoners remained in US 


detention centers in Afghanistan, known 
for Abu-Ghraib-style torture, rape and 
the deaths of at least eight prisoners. 
Now, according to an agreement 
brokered by the Liberal government of 
Paul Martin in 2005, Canada is handing 
prisoners off to Afghan authorities 
without having secured the right to visit 
them in detention to ensure their proper 
treatment. Legal experts warn that this 
contravenes the Torture Convention, 
as well as a provision of the Geneva 
Conventions that prohibits torture in all 
circumstances — and may thus constjtuti 
a war crime. 





Canada may be changing, but 
Canadians have had little say in tl 
matter. When the decision was made 
last summer by the Harper government 
to extend the Afghanistan mission 
to 2009, the issue was sprung upon 
a disorganized opposition at the last 
minute, allowing no public debate. It's 
understandable: when Canadians were 
polled in November for the Canadian 
Broadcasting Corporation, 59 percent 
said they want Canadian troops out of 
Afghanistan before 2009. 

It's not only Afghan hearts and 
minds that must be won, but those of 
a skeptical Canadian public. So just 
as the recruitment ad was changed to 
avoid a backlash, the extent to which 
what Harper calls “our war” is part 
of a broader American agenda is being 
concealed from public awareness. And 
just as Canadian officials were found to 
have conspired with the United States 
in the kidnapping and “rendition” of 
Arar, Canada is fully on board with US 
war plans. 

The results have been deadly. Of 
the 2,500 Canadians currently based 
in Afghanistan, 45 had been killed 
(including one diplomat) and more than 
200 wounded as this went to press. A 
study by the Canadian Centre for Policy 
Alternatives found that a Canadian 
soldier in Kandahar is “nearly six times 
more likely to die in hostilities” than is 


an American soldier serving in Iraq. 
The Harper government has worked 

to keep the rising death toll out of 

the public spotlight, borrowing a 

page from the Bysh administration by 
















down the road. 

In addition to controlling media 
coverage, the government continues to 
paint a humanitarian face on Canada’s 
aggressive new role. More often than 
not the Canadian media have obliged, 
headlining stories of troops fixing 
generators for Afghans, delivering 
blankets to villages, and handing out 
candy to children (this last activity 
raised the ire of Flora MacDonald, 

a former Progressive Conservative 
cabinet minister now working with an 
aid group in Afghanistan, who stresses 
that handing out candy does nothing to 
change the situation of destitute Afghan 
children — at the very least, she says, they 
could hand out school supplies). 

Such reports rarely reveal the 
misgivings published in the US journal 
Foreign Affairs in early 2007, which 
warns that Afghanistan is “sliding into 
chaos” as warlords are given leadership 
roles and a resurgent Taliban gains 
converts due to unemployment, official 
corruption, civilian deaths, and the 


lack of real development. Only on rare 
occasion do Canadians read dispatches 
like that of Lee Greenberg in the Ottawa 
Citizen, who in November observed 
that “daily battles between Canadian 
and Taliban troops have displaced 
entire villages, closed schools and 
medical clinics, and severely restricted 
development work. Far from getting 
better, the lives of Afghans in this 
district have gotten worse in the past 
several months.” 

Nota single significant water 
реше sewage or power plant 









as s been done for the thousands of 
Afghans made homeless by Canadian 
fighting. The Senate committee on 
national security and defense says 

it has found little evidence that the 
Canadian International Development 
Agency is doing the development work 
it is charged with, and journalists and 
academics attempting to trace Canadian 
foreign aid in Afghanistan have 
encountered a wall of secrecy. Thus far, 
not a single audit has been released to 
the public. 

“We're looking for the Canadian aid,” 
says Norine MacDonald, a Canadian 
lawyer and lead researcher in Kandahar 
for the Senlis Council, a European 
security and development think tank. 
“We haven't found it yet.” The situation 
is bad and getting worse, she says by 
phone from Kandahar. “There are a lot 
of internally displaced people who have 
left their homes because of bombings or 
[poppy] crop eradication and are moving 
around looking for food.” 

Ata hospital she visited recently, 
three children were recovering from 
the American bombings that support 
Canadian troop activities, including 
a three year old missing a limb. 

The gardener at her compound lost 
three family members in a bombing 
last summer. According to the US 
Government Accountability Office, 
the United States spent more than half 







a billion dollars on poppy crop 
eradication in 2005, yet crop yields 
increased by at least 50 percent 

in 2006. In any case, MacDonald 
says, the destruction of crops — a 
job contracted to the American firm 
DynCorp, whose employee uniforms 
and weapons make them virtually 
indistinguishable from NATO troops 
— mainly devastates poor farmers. 
Wealthy poppy growers simply pay 
off Afghan authorities, many of 


think it's acceptable to leave but I 
also don't think it's acceptable to 
prosecute the war this way or allow 
the Americans to prosecute it this 
ian bombings, children 
being killed: once Canadians know 
what is happening — and there is 

an information vacuum - hope 
they will stand up and say this is 
unacceptable. It's one thing to point 
fingers at the Americans for Iraq, but 
when we find out what we're doing, 





that builds schools in Afghanistan 

— one of a handful that have not 
pulled out as the line between military 
and development roles becomes 
dangerously blurred - I spoke 

to an academic who works with 
global policy issues. Arguing for a 
return to peacekeeping, she said, 
“Canada is weak militarily but 
strong diplomatically. So why would 
it emphasize its weaknesses at the 
expense of its strengths?” 


What Harper calls “our war” is part of a broader ~ 





American agenda. 


If Canada’s role is to be a third party in a conflict, 
it has surely lost its way. 


whom have documented links to the 
drug trade that is now the backbone 
of the Afghan economy. 

“Anger against the foreign 
presence has certainly increased, 
and Afghans can’t see the difference 
between Canadians and Americans,” 
MacDonald says. “It’s one of those 
downward spirals.” Yet when she 
volunteered to address members of 
parliament in Ottawa last fall, she 
says Conservative MPs accused her 
of lying about the humanitarian 
crisis. “It was pretty shocking. I'm 
willing to have a vigorous debate 
but not this kind of cover-up or 
complicity. I felt like putting the kids 
Гуе seen on a plane and dropping 
them in front of parliament and 
saying, ‘Take a look at that.’” 

If Canada’s role is to be a third 
party in a conflict, it has surely 
lost its way. MacDonald is not a 
pacifist: she thinks Canadian troops 
should stay in Afghanistan on the 
condition that they break with 
the failed American approach and 
assert sovereign policies. “I don’t 


we have to face ourselves.” 


Turning Point 
The minority government under 
Conservative Stephen Harper has 
taken the country on a radical swing 
to the right. Marching in lockstep 
with a Bush Administration that has 
severely, perhaps irreparably, tarnished 
America’s image in the world, Harper 
has mimicked the failed policies of 
American neoconservatives at almost 
every juncture. Not only did he, 
prior to his election, champion the 
war in Iraq and a Canadian role in 
“missile defense” — issues a majority 
of Canadians opposed — he has 
embarrassed Canada internationally 
by thwarting implementation of the 
Kyoto Protocol on climate change, 
throwing himself behind Israel in 
Lebanon and Palestine (his government 
was the first to announce a boycott of 
the Palestinians after the election of 
Hamas, even before the United States) 
and refusing to permit a public debate 
on the war in Afghanistan. 

At an event in support of an NGO 


Canada's new belligerence and 
its subservience to American foreign 
policy goals are minority positions 
that threaten to turn Canada into a 
mirror image of a US administration 
in decline. Yet it's not too late to 
turn things around. The stated 
intentions for Afghanistan were 
noble: to rebuild the country and 
help its destitute citizens recover from 
decades of war. By returning to its 
peacekeeping traditions and rejecting 
any government that would threaten 
to destroy what it holds most sacred 
— its sovereignty, its commitment to 
international law and diplomacy as an 
alternative to perpetual war - Canada 
can again act as a global mediator 
and refuse to become what it most 
‘opposes. 

Peacekeeping is an essential part of 
Canada's national identity, one that has 
historically been a force for good in the 
world. With so much at stake, neither 
the world nor Canadians can afford for 
Canada to surrender its soul. im 


_Adbusters' associate editor Deborah Campbell 
rites on international affairs and has guest 
lectured on the Middle East at Harvard, 
<<deborahcampbell.ca> 
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Once upon a time, it 
was called the “Lucky 
Country.” Touted as an 
international model of social tolerance and environmental 
concern, Australia and Australians were looked upon by the 
of the world with more than a tinge of envy. Australia 
was a seemingly blessed country that had escaped the kinds 
of problems that plagued other nations, and the 2000 
Sydney Olympics showed the world a vibrant, progressive, 






stralia finds itself increasingly 
alone and isolated in a world that no longer views it with 
admiration but suspicion. Where once Australia was touted as 
the country where everybody gets a “fair go,” today it finds 
itself condemned for cruel and inhuman treatment of asylum- 
seekers and aboriginal people. Where once Australia could 
be counted on to exercise fair and independent judgment in 















the United Nations, today it finds itself 










blasted for being nothing more than a 
pawn for the United States on UN votes 
ranging from human rights to global 
warming. Meanwhile, a series of race 
riots in late 2005 and the worst drought 
in a century over the past few years 
have left more Australians wondering 
just what, exactly, still makes them the 
lucky country. Today, there is a crisis of 
confidence, one the Howard government 
and its lackeys in the Rupert Murdoch 


dominated Australian media are only 
too eager to exploit as they continue to 
push Australia away from the light of the 
civilized world. 

Australia’s current problems began to 
take shape just over a decade ago, when 
Pauline Hanson and her anti-immigration, 
nativist (read: anti-Aboriginal and 
xenophobic) One Nation party won a 
seat in the federal election. Her sudden 
rise startled both Australians and 
international observers, who thought 
that people like Paul Keating were 
what Australian politicians were all 
about. Keating, who served as Prime 
Minister between 1991 and 1996, was 
known for his internationalist views, his 
progressive stance towards Asia, and his 
reconciliation efforts with Australian 
aborigines. 

Hanson represented everything that 
Keating was not. In her inaugural address 
in September of that year, she warned 
of the Yellow Peril, of Australian whites 
being drowned by a tidal wave of Asians 
and Asian values which, Hanson warned, 
were quite different from “traditional 
Australian values.” Over the next few 
years, Hanson and the One Nation party 
drew international condemnation for 
a series of remarks judged racist and 
intolerant, even as voters in Queensland 
gave her party eleven of the 89 seats in the 
Queensland legislative assembly in June 
1998. 

Australian political experts and the 


media offered a variety of explanations for 
Hanson's rise, but one in particular seemed 
popular. Since the end of the discriminatory 
‘Whites Only’ immigration policy in the 
early 1970s, Australia had pursued a policy 
of ethnic diversity through immigration. 
Under Keating, ‘multiculturalism’ was 
both a buzzword and official policy. But 
while Keating enjoyed the support of 
young, upwardly mobile Australians with 
international experience, his pro-Asia, free- 
ара ro-affirmative action policies 
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voters. And as the 1998 election showed, 
there were a lot of Australians who didn’t 
like the ‘new’ Australia of Keating. Like 
the success of the Front National in France, 
One Nation's surge in popularity was a 
backlash against the traditional political 
parties that failed to address the frustration 
many voters felt in the 19908. 

As a political party, One Nation would 
not be around long. In February 2005, it 
lost its federal party status; in the 2006 
South Australian state election, all six 
One Nation candidates lost. In 2006, in 
the Queensland state election, they did 
manage to keep their one remaining seat 
in the state (and country). But Hanson 
was long gone as leader and by the 
autumn of 2006, had been reduced to 
serving as a TV spokesperson for Donut 
King. 

Despite its implosion, One Nation 
managed to drag mainstream Australian 
politics to the right. In 2001, John 
Howard campaigned on the issue of 
border protection. Sounding like a 
throwback to Australia's *Whites Only" 
immigration policies, his tough stance on 
Afghan refugees aboard the Norwegian 
containership Tampa, who were seeking 
asylum, was condemned around the 
world. But Howard's refusal to grant 
them asylum helped accomplish his real 


purpose, which was to pander to One 
Nation supporters in the hope they would 
back the Liberal Party. 


After 9/11, Howard and the Liberal 
Party suddenly discovered they could also 
play upon the traditional fears of right- 
wing Australians by aligning themselves 
with US President George W. Bush and 
his “War on Terror,” which, in reality, 
meant “War on Islamic States That 

Don’t Do What George W. Bush and His 
Neocon Allies Want.” Nobody had to 
tell Howard’s supporters about the threat 
from the Muslim world, because they, 
and to a lesser extent, much of white 


aw itself as something of 
iS \the rest of the world 







Muslim nation, one tha 
its closest neighbor, 

The first-time visitor to Australia 
who turns on the television or picks up 
a Murdoch-owned newspaper is often 
struck by what passes for “international 
news” Down Under. Ties to “Mother 
Country” England are quite visible, 
as newscasters talk about the latest 
British government initiative to broker a 
stalemate in Iraq, provide relief to Africa, 
or work with the European Union on 
some fiscal matter. Even small stories like 
a murder in London's Soho district can 
make the news in Brisbane. However the 
average Australian may feel about the 
Queen, culturally, if one is to judge merely 
through observing the media for the first. 
time, Australia remains a British colony. 

The other nation to make the news, in a 
far more ominous way, is Indonesia. Time 
and time again, news story selections focus 
on possible terrorists in Indonesia or actions 
by the Indonesian government against 
its citizens — actions that reinforce old- 
fashioned racist and xenophobic fears that 
Indonesia could one day swallow up "fair 
go” Australia (i.e. the egalitarian Australia 
of Western Civilization) and replace it with 
“Asian Values” Australia (i.e. an Australia 
of Oriental despotism and class hierarchy, 
where whites are subservient to peoples of 
other races). Paranoid fantasies to be sure. 
But skillfully manipulated by Howard and 





his ilk, they took root in the minds of many Australians, especially 
after a Bali nightclub was bombed in October 2002, killing 202 
people, including 88 Australian nationals. 

After that, John Howard worked hard to turn Australia into 
a loyal and dependable ally to the United States, and especially 
to George W. Bush. There was strong domestic opposition to 
the US-led invasion of Iraq, but Howard agreed to send troops. 
Australians were also angry at Bush because two Australian 
citizens, David Hicks and Mamdouh Habib, had been held at 
the US prison at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba since 2001 without 
charge and without legal representation. Both men were 
accused, without proof, of being Al Qaeda members. (As of this 
writing, Habib has been released but Hicks has just finished his 
fifth year behind bars). 

But Dubya and “Honest John” Howard, as he liked to call 
himself, were now the best of friends, the former accepting 


— —an invitation to address the Australian parliament in October 


2003. Bush was so at ease among the polite, pacified Australian 
MPs that he could have felt that he was back in the Washington 
White House: unfortunately for him, Green Party Senator Bob 
rown was in the audience to remind him otherwise. 
г. President,” Brown said, interrupting Bush's speech on 


cy, “this is Australia, Respect our natio: 
Return our Australians fr о Bay. Respect the 
he world and the worl 


moved on, 
of Howard's supporters. * 
cried, At this point, Bush stopped and quipped, 


а to heckle him despite the anger 
f!" Brown 


speech!” “So do we," Brown shot back. 

“It was clear the Howard government wanted Australia to be 
a vassal state of America. But I wanted to remind Bush that not 
all Australians were content to sit back and watch as Australia 
became more estranged from the world," Brown told this reporter 
at the Asia Pacific Greens Conference in Kyoto in early 2005. 

If Australia under Howard saw itself as something of a 

deputy sheriff" for the US, the rest of the world saw it, 
increasingly, as an outlaw, especially where the United Nations 
was concerned. In September 2000, Howard publicly declared 
that Australia would no longer report to those UN bodies 
charged with monitoring compliance with UN human rights 
treaties. Howard justified the decision by saying Australia 
was perfectly capable of monitoring its own human rights 
record. Howard's decision appears to have marked the first 
time any nation has ever pulled out of the human rights 
treaty monitoring system, which sends special rapporteurs to 
each country to investigate specific human rights issues. The 
decision was made after the Howard government became angry 
over Australian NGOs that had been working with the special 
rapporteurs, who then criticized Australia for its treatment of 
aborigines and asylum seekers. 

Australia's record within the UN became ever more shameful 
as the new century opened. In 2003, the 53-nation United 
Nations Commission on Human Rights passed a resolution 
expressing “grave concern” over Israel's refusal to halt the 
settlement of Palestinian territory. The resolution criticized 
Israel's restrictions of the movements of Palestinians and the 


concrete wall Israel was constructing to separate it from the 
Palestinian territories. This resolution passed by so to one, with 
only the US, Israel's closest ally, voting against it. Yet, in an 
obvious ploy to suck up to the Americans, Australia abstained, 
joining tiny Costa Rica as only one of two countries to do so. 
In 2004, Australia was one of only five countries, including 
the United States, Micronesia, the Marshall Islands, and 
Palau, to reject a UN resolution to tear down the wall 
between Israel and Palestine. 

Australia has also turned a deaf ear to international 
consensus on climate change, and, along with the United States, 
is the only industrialized nation that has not ratified the Kyoto 
Protocol, which aims to cut greenhouse gas emissions by an 
average of five percent of 1990 levels by 2012. “It is not in 
Australia’s interests to ratify the protocol,” Howard said. To do 
so would cost us jobs and damage our industry.” The irony is 
that Australia, in fact, is already well below the target levels set 
by the Kyoto Protocol and actually won the right at the Kyoto 
conference in 1997 to increase its emissions by eight percent 
above 1990 levels. Yet the Australian mining companies who 
support Howard lobbied heavily against the Kyoto Protocol 
and won the day. 

Most Australians are quick to tell visitors they are 
environmentally concerned. But the reality is that Australia, 
as a major producer of coal, helps other countries pollute the 

sian region. Eighty percent of 
ian coal mined annually 
. Australia continues to pu: ion i 
ent nearly $21 million on 
19908, as opposed to 
just $2 dollars oi 

Australia has also bought into the myth that one answer to 
global warming is nuclear power. The Howard government is 
hoping to have 25 reactors in place by 2050, although nuclear 
power will only cut Australia's emissions by between eight 
and 18 percent. Greenpeace estimates that if Australia were to 
support renewable energies like solar, wind, and geothermal, 
emissions could be cut by 30 percent by 2020. Australia does 
have large uranium deposits in the north of the country, but 
it's on aboriginal land that is also a World Heritage Site. That, 
however, is not likely to stop the Howard government from 
attempting to go nuclear. 

Meanwhile, Australia's own environment continues to suffer. 
2005 was the hottest year on record for the country, and the 
early months of the year were quite dry. 2006 wasn't much 
better, and by October, even Howard was forced to admit 
Australia was in the grip of its worst drought in a century. 
Concerns are growing that the farm sector, which has been 
especially hard hit, might be slipping into recession, as wheat 
production falls sharply. 

As the natural environment of Australia continues to worsen, 
so, too, does the social environment. Once known for a lack 
of ethnic strife that has plagued other nations, over the ten 
years since the rise of Hanson and Howard, a series of clashes 
now have many Australians wondering if they are living in an 
angrier, less tolerant nation, especially after the shocking riots 





in December 2005 at Cronulla Beach near Sydney. 





The riots allegedly began with shouts and insults traded 
between two white Australian volunteer lifeguards, and a group 
of Lebanese-Australians who were playing soccer on the beach. 
Tensions on both sides flared, and on December 11, nearly 
5,000 white Australian youths invaded the beach and began 
physically attacking men who were described as “Middle Eastern 
in appearance.” Many of the attackers draped themselves in the 
Australian flag and appeared drunk. One TV station reported 
a Muslim woman had been chased into the sand dunes and 
had her head scarf ripped off. The white youths then moved 
into nearby shopping malls and train stations, screaming racist 
epithets at anybody who looked vaguely Arab. 

A few days later, groups of Lebanese-Australians launched 
a retaliatory attack on the Australian whites. Fistfights, car 
burnings, and violence spread to other beaches and there was an 
arson attack on a church 

Australians of all political stripes were shocked and outraged. 
“A disgrace,” “Shameful,” “A blot on our nation,” and, above 
all, “Un-Australian” were the common phrases used in letters 
to the editor of most of the daily newspapers. But there were 
great differences of opinion as to why the riots took place. Some 
writers blamed the Lebanese for not working harder to fit into 
Australian culture and noted they often behaved like they were 
still in Lebanon, refusing to learn English and harassing white 
Australian women on the beach for the way they dressed. Others 

ed that white Australians had strong negative images of 
bar were often mistaken, leading to racist treatment. 
commissioned by the Sunday Age about 












one week after the riots showed that 73 percent of Australians 
agreed with New South Wales Premier Morris lemma's comment 
that the riots were the ugly face of racism in Australia. But that 
was not John Howard's view. 

“1 do not accept there is underlying racism in this country. 

I believe yesterday's [Dec. тт] behavior was completely 
unacceptable. But I’m not going to put a general tag of racism on 
the Australian community,” Howard said. However, according 
to the Sunday Age poll, only 21 percent agreed with their prime 
minister’s comments. A Nielsen poll commissioned by the Sydney 
Morning Herald showed 75 percent of respondents agreed there 
was underlying racism in Australia. 

Instead, Howard hinted that the real cause of the problem was 
Australia’s multi-culture policies, which encouraged tribalism. “Any 
emergence of so-called ethnic gangs is a manifestation of tribalism 
and something we should try to discourage,” Howard said. Again, 
though, Howard appeared to be out of touch with popular opinion, 
as the Nielsen poll showed 8o percent of respondents supported the 
government's policy of multiculturalism. 

Pip Hinman, an activist with the Sydney Stop the War 
Coalition stated in the February 22, 2006 edition of Green 
Left Weekly that anti-Middle Eastern racism was used by 
the government to justify its support for the US-led wars in 
Afghanistan and Iraq. “Muslims and Arabs today are what the 





so-called Yellow Peril was in the days of ‘White Australia’ policy. 
These communities are being systematically demonized and 
terrorized. What the federal and state governments are doing 
today to promote racism overshadows anything Pauline Hanson 
was able to do,” he said. 

“There has been no analysis of the problems that have 
contributed to the alienation of the Muslim community — 
unemployment, racism, discrimination, and poor access to public 
transport, education and health care. All this contributes to an 
environment where people feel they have no stake in society 
and it’s then they start behaving in a mob-like manner,” said 
Khaldoun Hajaj, a member of the Sydney Arab community, also 
in Green Left Weekly. 

“What's failing Australia is the multiculturalism that has 
been devised by opportunistic governments and power-hungry 
bureaucrats whose modus operandi strengthens their power base. If 
multiculturalism is about mutual respect, tolerance, truth, and civil 
society, then it must be given a chance to flourish,” he added. 

And so today, the lucky country is no longer so lucky, 
but, rather in the midst of a diverse environmental crisis, a 
drought of both water and progressive political leadership. It is 
certainly true that many ordinary Australians are outraged by 
the wrong turn their country has taken over 
Yet underneath the Australian crisis lies a more fundamei 
question, one that has plagued the country since its f 
what is an Australian? Is it merely a geograpi 
European, a white, Anglo-Saxon tied 
tradition to Englapd Urope? Is it a recent immigi 

longs to the aborigi 






















neighboring Southeast Asia, when 
different from the West? 

For the past ten years, a segment of white Australia’ 
racist and xenophobic has attempted to answer that question DY 
successfully using traditional fears of Asia, and traditional anxieties 
about Australia’s proximity to Asia — “that exotic Other” in the 
late Edward Said's words - to chart a course away from the rest of 
the world and towards an equally paranoid and fearful America. 
Australians who support this policy may think they are heading 
towards a safe shore, one that will strengthen the influence of their 
lucky country. In fact, they are heading toward disaster, and those 
outside of the country who once thought of Australia as lucky now 
wonder if the country isn’t cursed. im 
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had just gradual fiom Н hoo! when Lbeacd “Tie 
ШШ Ор,” a зоп he Ca: shuns И У саг 
NBI us means Bt uiting ¡NUMAN O their 
КЕРЮ us campaigheeticluding ЭЕ: are just 
damn liberating and empowering: “It’s up to you not 

to heed the call up / You must not act the way you were 
brought up / I don't wanna die / 1 don't wanna kill / 

For he who will die / Is he who will kill.” At the time, I 
was really angry at Bush’s declaration of war in Iraq but 








feeling alone because nobody would tell me that I 
was right to feel that way. I also remember having 
o take compulsory Citizen's Army Training (CAT) 
in high school. Not much corporal punishment, 
but a lot of institutional, authoritarian tedium, 
which added to my anxiety with the fast-paced 
routines of the high school system. My grades 

were bad. I didn’t know if I was going to college or 
not and felt that nobody represented me. I thought 
«А had no friends. I felt alone. 

But I was able to go to college, and after hearing 
The Call Up,” I shifted from Business to major 
in Foreign Service, having a dream of spreading 
he good news, teaching and establishing better 
A diplomatic relations with the world, unlike what 
Bush and Blair seem to have been doing. Aside 
from The Clash, I re-listened to my favorite band, 
Pearl Jam. I was intimidated by their guitar solos 
and by their fans, who consisted of the same jocks 
and frat boy-types who used to pick on me. But I 
listened to their songs again, and remembered-the 
political leanings that they’ve supported and the 
——books that they recommended. Then from there, 
it all felt like a building getting torn down. And I would 
have my fun. 

While a Foreign Service student, listening to Pearl Jam 
led me to read the articles of historian Howard Zinn. He 
gave me a voice by speaking out against the atrocities 
committed by the US troops in the Philippines during the 
Philippine-American War. Being Filipino and having to 
deal with derogatory statements again Siy homeland 
by fellow Filipinos, Zinn liberated my {ideolbgical Spirit, 
Aside from him, I looked at the politic dl most! 
йй, the literatu onean. I'd heard 
that Pearl Jam loved his books. I decided to read his 1990 
novel HABS Pocus, AMAP felt like рО gon istas Y 
future sal Elling п ВА с he’s ееп петь thar 
tine here he ends ЕВО; еї, saying “jE because ШЕ 
OF Us kndW HOw сой write and do А Ше mathythar 
doesn't г ИШ we С аго conquer thewerld.” Being 














сопзгг@ “дош лс,” and seeing examples 

Of those who did becoming heartless, atrocious leaders 
GEOM orr WE: line felt MOLE е са ОТА to me THAN 
homework. From there, I became a Vonnegut fan and a 
Howard Zinn fan. I was listening to Pearl Jam, REM, 
Neil Young, Dylan, Springsteen, Nirvana and Radiohead 
and I was so obsessed with what’s going on in the US that 
people thought I should move there. 








But it wasn't all empowerment that I experienced. I 
would impress professors when I talked about these issues 
based on the books I read, even quoting lyrics from some 
of my favorite songs in essays. Soon, I would realize that 
thesaGAUEmimlcft would рокі гоз ксл! works of 
the aforementioned rablile-rougers. T would learn abo uf 
Postmodern Weiter Сиг НЕ and hi again 
managed, и пату г rousing т ШЕ thavhe 
Баз book, The Middle Mind: УА eric Ais 
CaP Think FORT ето: made пе Ше thal en 
[їзє Сһот е га # ризїпг соо 08 would 
be sensation@liged| and intstitutionalized. Вар газі 
Secondewave feminist wiiter shulamith РЕ пс, it’s К 
Thelsyster тсн НӨ; с Members of the pry, “Here, 
now get in and keep your mouth shut.” We need to 
evolve and find other ways to be deviant and danger Wiss 
like what rock n' roll did 40, 50 years ago, because the 
institutions, governments and corporations will end up 
grabbing these works as their own and put them in the 
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hands of the wrong people. 
That's what I learned, and it was all through my 
love and hate for rock-n'-roll music, At the moment, 
Pm very critical of everything, even music. Over 
time, I've given up on diplomacy, on politics, on almost 
every ideal. But like Books by Zinn and Vonnegut and 
my rock records, Ф е somewhere safe where I can 
get them again when the time is right. What matters is I 
Tomo oia! sta pedit all tasted Ьу Ево т and 
аа О. о. съ Е ШЕШН АМ have 
an ПО he ne any р у movem er I 
do not Miring. IER rm г read my ВЗК and; 
raise hel BA, 1 hdl Eh not MORE And like Mash g 
“The САЩ” whi ШШ! cou BER voice of г 
today, сг Шс devidiigemand start agar 
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1 usually pick Adbusters up at Whole Foods 
in Sacramento. Tonight I went in, and when 
I couldn't find it I asked the clerk, who 
informed me they found the cover to be 
“obscene” and they weren't selling it. I can't 
believe they censored your magazine. I guess 
I'll just have to subscribe and bypass the 
store, 
HEATHER ARATA 
Irvine, California, USA 


As a woman, I find the cover of Adbusters #69 
more than a little disturbing. It fairly reeks of 
sexual domination. Look at the expressions 
on the male cops! faces, note the skimpy red 
dress - who stops in Starbucks, presumably 
on the drive to work, wearing that? Note the 
posture of the 
the trail of spilled liquid from behind her 
legs. 

I was so turned off by this image that I set 





p restraining the woman, 


the magazine down at the counter. 
1 can hardly imagine any woman approv- 

ing of such a negative image and so I have 
to wonder how gender-diversified your staff 
is. Mental landscape — hmm, perhaps only 
men inhabit the geography of Adbusters’ art 
department. 

FEMINAZI LEAH 


vía email 


Terrific work. The women of Bosnia, Darfur, 
Congo, Sierra Leone, Pakistan and many 
other countries in which a woman's dignity 

is trashed, will undoubtedly applaud the 
cleverness and humor of your satire. Your 
cover is cowardly in the following way: rather 


than showing the real thing, which includes 
genital cutting, gang rape, knives embed- 
ded in body cavities and dismemberment, 
you merely portray the pornographic. How 
terribly, terribly arch of you. Your magazine 
certainly reaches new heights in the evolu- 
tion of our species. Really: next time, just 
spatter blood and feces all over your cover. 
Now that ought to elicit a few guffaws and 
sophomoric chuckles. Better yet: you can 
borrow the vomit that can only be said to be 
the appropriate response to your terrific, 
terrific cover. 

RICK SORGEN 

USA 


Your covers are great and grab a viewer's 
attention, The cop ‘mugging’ the attractive 
Hollywood model was thought-provoking 
and also evoked something else that I can't 
put my finger on. Perhaps it was fascination 
fascism. 

KEN WOOD 

USA 


I was pleasantly surprised to read Anmei 
Shang's item “Debt Denial” in your “Big 
Ideas of 2007" issue [Adbusters #69], and hope 
you expand coverage of this issue, The US 
debt and monetary system have an enormous 
impact on the world, but rarely receive 
serious attention outside of economic wonk 
circles. Nixon's disposal of the gold standard 
made the United States the creator of the 
world’s primary reserve currency. The US's 
abuse of that power by printing more money 
as we see fit has created a house of cards 
upon which the modern global economy and 
US foreign policy are built. Critics of neo- 
liberalism should be paying closer attention 
to the growing US debt, because when the 
house of cards falls, the top tier of the global 
order will be up for grabs. At the same time, 
critics of US foreign policy should also note 
the shift from gold dollars to fiat dollars has 
allowed the US to print money to fund our 
every foreign adventure since the Vietnam 
War. To quote Cicero, “the sinews of war are 
infinite money.” The left is often portrayed as 
the beneficiary of easy money, but justice is 
never served by money made from thin air. 
OWEN DWIGHT HOWSE 
via email 


I was wondering if I could take a crack at being 
“guest art director" in an upcoming issue. I don't 
ither. 


have any experience in graphic design, 





1 also think that overlaying black text with dark 


gre 
are completely illegible is a really hip design 





ink, so that portions of some of the articles 


aesthetic 
Benjamin Riley 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, USA 


Bravo to Mark Lyans for writing of the of 
ten-overlooked, but nonetheless horrendous 
environmental effects of Israel’s brutal practices 
towards its neighbors. Although cries of “Save 
the Sea Turtles” may not have been heard very 
well amidst the din of cluster bombs dropped on 
the Lebanese people, the imperial callousness of 
Israel's leaders deserves incisive criticism on as 
many fronts as possible. I especially respect the 
author's willingness to risk the dreaded appella 
tion of “anti-Semitism” in bringing this subject 
to light. More journalists, politicians, educators 
and people of all walks should feel free to chide 
Israel for its war crimes and oppressive role in 
the Middle East. If Israel's cloak of ethical ir- 
reproachability and the unfettered patronage of 
the US were drawn down, we might see a region 
where justice could start to take root - for inno. 
cent people and for the fragile environment. 
PAUL NORMANDIA 
Boston, Massachusetts, USA 





Israel gave Gaza to the Palestinians and what 

do they do? They bomb Israel daily, they vow 

to dismantle Israel (see the Hamas and Fatah 
covenants), and they pledge allegiance to Iran, al 
Qaeda, and Syria in their Jihad of world terrorism 
and Islamofascist domination. 

Come on, get real: everybody knows that the 
world’s 1.5 billion Muslims have the lowest 
standard of living, while it's well known that the 
Jews, whether in Israel or the rest of the planet 
have an unequivocally high ratio of doctors 
professors, accountants, lawyers, professionals, 
musicians, song writers, publishers and all the 
other productive activities in civilized society 


And, most profoundly, the Muslims are clearly 





breeding a disproportionate amount of suicide 
bombers, insurgents, terrorists and protesters 
willing to murder people over silly cartoons and 
bomb school buses, markets, airplanes and kill 
anybody in Darfur. 

Iran is building nukes, Syria and Saudi Arabia 
are funding terrorist camps, Hamas and Hezbul 
lah are stockpiling weapons, and the Insurgents 
are blowing up their own citizens, and yet so 
many people are confused into thinking that 
Jewish families should be prevented from living in 
the Land of Israel? Wake up and get honest 

ROBERT HARRIS 
Chicago, Illinois, USA 





1 had just finished reading David Pelzer's My Story 
the day before I picked up Adbusters #67. Pelzer's 
graphic account of childhood suffering and abuse 
at the hands of his mother parallels with Dr Gha 
da Karmi's article 





Palestine: Injustice Remem: 
bered.” David was the “garbage can kid” of his 
family, kept constantly cold, starved and stressed 
while controlled by the all-powerful, sadistic 
Mother who doled out arbitrary punishments 
including beatings, burnings and making David 
drink or wash with caustic soda, Palestine is the 
“garbage can country” of the world with Mother 
Israel in control of all essential services, which 
can be denied on a whim. Arbitrary and excessive 
punishments are visited on innocent Palestinians 
and the Lebanese as blatant displays of power. 
David could not move without The Mother's per 
mission. Palestinian's movements are controlled 
through Israeli checkpoints. David's mother suc 
cessfully fooled the local community into believ 
ing that he was a very naughty boy who needed 
strong discipline. The US and Israel have similarly 
besmirched the reputation of the Palestinians 
Abuse is abuse whether it's against individuals, 
groups or even an entire country. The perpetra- 


tors should be 





amed, shamed and stopped. 
MARGARET CASSAR 
Westbourne Park, South Australia 
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The New Bolivarian Revolution 
If South America can do it, why can't we? 

Ever since the time I took my head out of the sand, less than 
three years ago, I've noticed a trend in South America that more 
closely resembles representative democracy than the bloated 
corpse of ideals we see here in North America. Canada’s anti 
quated first-past-the-post system is the type of political machine 
that allows for a party to obtain power without being a true 
representation of the nation’s ideals. I say that the first step the 
Canadian left should take is to ensure that our political process- 


es actually represent the desires of the population. 


GRAHAM ENGEL 
Canada 


Rafael Correa, Chavez's buddy, just won the presidential elec- 
tions in Ecuador. His recent speech: “Don’t call this an epoch of 
changes in Latin America. This is a change of epoch.” 
Maybe the world will begin to pay attention now. 
BETHANY H 


via email 





Correa just issued a declaration to the people 
of Ecuador. In its sincerity, inspirational capac- 
ity, and concrete proposals/ideas, it is in my 

opinion one of the most promising and intrigu- 
ing political declarations I have seen. If you are 


looking for is a new voice in Latin America, 





the next step beyond Chavez, I believe that 


there is a legitimate chance that Rafael Correa 





is that voice. On a foundation of intelligence 
and sincerity, he is bringing Big Ideas, and he 
makes you believe that they are not only pos- 
sible, but destined to become reality. 

pr. 


Quito, Pichincha, Ecuador 


The girl next to me has a tote bag that has а 
brand name scrolled across it and she is apply 


ing an expensive lip-gloss while texting on her 





extremely trendy phone. I stare at her realizing 
that her brands have become her culture. They 
have become what define her. It is no longer 


how well sh 





> can wi 





e a convincing argument, 
or her cook her family's native dish, but where 
she shops and the amount of money she spent 
on her latest shopping spree 
Today, she will think anything with a high 
neckline is what she wants her future to look 
like. Today, she will buy a handbag that makes 
everyone think she has it all figured out. 
Tomorrow, she will grasp life and recognize 
that chasing clothing labels and a shoe stores is 
not what being alive is about. 
LINDEE ZIMMER 
Fort Collins, Colorado, USA 


From time to time I have one of those discus- 
sions with my ten year old son that frustrates 
him because, instead of manipulating me into 


compliant answers, he ends up with unanswer- 
able questions. It goes something like this: 
“Mom, 


“When you need a new coat we'll talk about 





n I have a parka?” 


it 

"But everybody has a parka." 

“Oh, you want a uniform, do you?" My son 
responds with a slight grin. 

"Everybody in fifth grade has a parka,” he 
insists. 


iforms. But 





"So, parkas are fifth grade 
since you are going into sixth grade we better 
find out what sixth grade uniforms are going to 
be." Another grin, 

Then he says: "And you don't even have to zip 
it up; it slides right over your head.” 

“You already have such a piece of clothing. 
It's called a sweatshirt. But you never wear 
it.” Agony spreads across his face. Then I say 
“How would it be if I made a little sign that 


says: ‘This is a parka’ and attach it to your 





sweatshirt. Would that work?” The agony 
spreads to his body which twists and squirms 
as though trying to get away from something 
painful 

“Nooo! The parka I want has [team name] on 
it, right here on the sleeve, and on the back, 
and here in the front.” My son points to all the 
appropriate places. 

“Those are expensive. Why don’t we just 


get an inexpensive parka, without names and 





emblems and all that stuff.” 
“But they're not cool, 


distress in his voice. 





he answers. There's 


“Suppose I buy the parka you like, will the 
[team name] pay me for advertising it?” 

“I don't think so,” he replies vaguely, and 
hopelessness is spreading over his face. 


“So you want me to pay a lot of money to this 





team and make it even richer than it already is, 


while I don’t even know how I'm going to pay 
for the snow tires | need?” 

“No, I guess not,” he says with a sigh, and 
with his head drooping he slinks off to his 
room. 

My son is 24 years old now. He never forgot 
this lesson. 

RITA KABETO 
Portland, Oregon, USA 


Yesterday, 1 experienced Gas Station TV for 
the first time. They're bright LCD monitors 
positioned above gas pumps that blurt out ad- 
vertising messages and ABC news while you're 
pumping your gas. The speakers are so loud 
you can hear them while in your car with the 
stereo off. The company's website brags about 





fused is a plug that aims to reduce 
domestic electricity use by making users 
aware of the financial implications of 
their current energy usage habits. It is 
hoped that a better understanding of 
the relative costs of electrical appliances 
will encourage the development of more 
sustainable usage patterns - that people 
will use less in order to pay less. 

fused was awarded a Red Dot ‘Best of 
the Best’ Award and given an honorable 
mention at the 2006 D&AD Global 
Student Awards. 


For more, see <red-dot.sg/concept/ 
porfolio/06/05gr/fused.htm>. 


subscribe for two years to 
adbusters magazine, and 
you'll get an adbusters 2007 
calendar, free of charge. 


(offer valid only until our supplies run out) 





its captive audience. 

I went inside the gas station and asked the owner to turn the 
speakers off, and he told me to “put something in my ear” if I 
don't want to hear it. I told him I didn't want to be forced to 





listen to commercials while I paid for my 
I will now be using other gas stations without the annoying 
installations. 
TIM COURTNEY 


via emial 


What seems to be a growing trend here in southwest Florida is 
mobile advertising ~ vans or trucks fitted with large, rotating 
ads. The business plan calls for these vehicles to be driven in 
shifts into congested traffic, and they have no purpose other 
than to carry billboards. 1 find that common citizens (right, left, 
and center) find this to be a bit over the top. 

DAVID ALLAN EVANS А 

Fort Myers, Florida, USA 


Subvertise, uncool, demarket - these are only some of the terms 





brought forward, but they show the trend which is really 
causing all of our efforts to be half-wasted. All these actions are 
reactions. 

Think about that for a second. With constant reactions, we 
are at the mercy of those that are dooming us. We are giving 
duct-tape solutions to foundational problems. Instead of being 
creative, we are trying to steal the tricks of those we oppose 
We're fighting fire with fire, I suppose, but let me ask you this: 


if we truly oppose what they are doing on grounds of principle, 





NO.66 NO.67 

WHO OWNS THE WORD TERROR? CULTURE OF LIFE / DEATH 
Liquid Love; Global Apartheid; Sucide Nation; Fortress America; 
What Would The Buddha Do? The Moral Rightness of War 


why are we copying them to try and stop 
them? 

If the world is worth saving, from every 
pebble to every eagle, to the grass and the 
trees and every little child, then we shouldn't 
have to lower ourselves to the error in judge- 
ment that makes everything a conflict. We 
should be able to create a new world without 
war and conflict and hatred. 

1 guess what I’m saying is that I want to see 
true creativity, true originality, in the idealists 
and world-changers of my generation. I don't 
want to see the tears and frustration on their 
faces when they continually try to gain ap- 
preciation for doing well what's already been 
done badly. I want to see the joy on their faces 
when they have a “eureka” moment and come 
up with a new idea that they truly believe can 
change the world. I want to see these ideas 
come not out of reaction to anger, or fear, 
or destruction, but as a free-flowing creative 
burst. | want to see people putting the puzzle 
toj 

I may be wrong, but I think the ultimate 
root of our problems as a society, from the 
vironment to religious strife to poverty, is 
that we have all bought into a cultur 
life or death, but of conflict. With reaction- 
ary attacks on those we disagree with, with 


the tendency to insult or stereotype, with an 





ther. 








not of 








inability to even want to socialize with people 
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with different beliefs, from all these things 
comes the realization that we are building 
all our programs on the same foundation of 
conflict that has been holding us back for mil 
lennia. Once we realize, then we can reboot 
our minds and start from a clean slate. We can 
truly create. And that is where I believe our 
salvation will come from: Creation. 

DAVE SCHMIDT 


Edmonton, Alberta, Canada 





1 can imagine the new left as a growing power 
of life. I can see it asa new force, very strong 
in its priciples and convictions but very soft 
and nurturing in its practices. It should search 
for new sources of ideas and values, learning 
from the ignored old and the non-respected 
young, from the few remaining untouched 
indigenous populations and from the mistakes 
of the powerful and rich. I think it is also 
important to learn from nature, to be able to 


read the laws of resilience and evolution writ- 





ten on each species that survived until now 
The ideas are there, from Jesus to Marx and 
Engels - considering all of the philosophers 
and thinkers of the past and present, the ideas 
have been taught and repeated over and over. 
What is missing is how to put them into prac: 
tice. How to avoid the temptations of poi 








er 
and money. How to put love and care above all 


other feelings, remembering that humans are 
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only miniscule grains of sand in the immense 
universe, only one more species sharing our 
beautiful planet 

MARTHA RUBEN, MD, PHD 


Ottawa, Ontario, Canada 





The one true media that the kids eat up is 
music. I believe it is time for your magazine to 
do an issue honouring musicians like System 
of a Down, Tool, Rage Against the Machine, 
Michael Franti and Spearhead (he's gone to 
Iraq. How many of you have?), Sweatshop 
Union, Jurassic 5, Gov't Mule, Bob Marley, 
the Beastie Boys, U2, etc. 

Some of these bands I don't like, but 1 
respect them all for trying to make some sort 
of difference in this fucked up world. I heard 
Ben Harper say once that he isn’t an activist, 
for you would need to dedicate 24-7-365 to 
the cause and he just doesn’t have the time. 
What a thoughtless thing to say. Musicians 
are in a unique position to relay to the people 
injustices, atrocities, and knowledge that 
won't get printed in newspapers, or seen in 
the news. 

CHICH ABLES 


via email 


Back in the printed ‘zine days in the early 
19905, I was reading a little artcile titled some- 
thing like “Destroy All Digital Clocks.” The 
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writer's point was that looking at digital 
read-outs makes people stupid. When you 
see digital, you register a clinical “2:14.” 
Compare that with analog, where you 
register “Oh, it's about quarter after two." 
Not so precise. 

Last winter, while on the Staten Island 
Ferry, a college kid asked me what the time 
was. I looked at my analog watch and said, 
“It’s about quarter to seven.” 

He said, “So, is that, uh, like, uh, 6:45?” I 
wanted to brain him. 

Today I went to the control panel of my 
work computer to change the on-screen 
clock display to analog , but no dice. Mi- 
crosoft no longer gives you that option. So 
I just shut the clock off and moved my real 
analog clock with Chinese numbers to the 
right of my computer for better viewing. 

Destroy All Digital Clocks. Yes, let's do 
that. 

JOHN WALSH 
Staten Island, New York, USA 


It is cold tonight in Seattle, and my 


boyfriend is out of town for the week of 





Thanksgiving. I opt to stay in and 
finish a fly rod I've been building 
for a friend, breaking out a bottle 
of wine in the process. 

After, I walk the dog, consider 
going out for a post-midnight 
meal or to read a book at the bar, 
but instead I thaw soup saved in 
the freezer. On a whim, I pull 
out the spotting scope I have 
for birding, and aim it towards the Space 
Needle. 

It is unusually clear, and I therefore have 
a surprisingly good view from my apart- 
ment some three miles away. 1 also have 
good timing: I watch a figure who must 
be the bartender or floor manager turn 
out the last of the lights, enter one of the 
two carriages that run vertically up the 
tower shaft, and thereafter plummet to the 
ground below like a child in an out-of-con 
trol amusement park ride. Because of the 
way he strides towards the elevator doors, 
limagine him to be tired. I wonder how 
his night has gone, what is running through 
his head; he looks so clear through the lens 


and those miles. 

Excepting a conversation with a friend who 
herself is a thousand miles away, this faceless, 
nameless man is the first person I have consid: 
ered all day. The clerk at the grocery store, the 
women at the coffee shop, the salesperson at 
the nursery, my neighbor in the hall: none reg- 
istered. I surprise myself with this realization. 

We are all so prone to sealing ourselves off 
from our society, whether we are falling to De 
Bouvier’s thinking of ‘the Other’ or simply 
playing recluse for the night. While perhaps 
healthy in moderation, I too wonder about 
my own ability to disregard my surrounding 
environment even while immersed in it, and to 
what degree I facilitate this process through 
my own everyday actions. 

JAMES SOWERWINE 
Seattle, Washington, USA 


One morning, lying in my dorm room bed, 

I was awakened by the din of an eight-ton 
garbage truck shaking a one-ton dumpster 
like a rag doll below my third floor window. 
With bleary eyes, I peered through the glass to 
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watch garbage and a multitude of cans and bot- 
Чез fall into the truck's hungry inner chasm. 
I wasn't alone in taking in the spectacle: a 
scruffy-looking homeless guy stood nearby, 
watching his morning’s income fall into the 
four-wheeled beast. The truck set the dump- 
ster down with a crash, and in the pop-hiss of 
airbrakes it roared out of earshot. The home- 
less guy picked up a bottle that had fallen from 
the dumpster and shook out some coke sludge. 
A couple of students from my residence passed 
by on the way to class, keeping a safe distance. 
The homeless guy approached them and asked 
ina grave voice if they wouldn't mind taking 
his bottle inside and filling it with drinking wa- 
ter. The students mumbled the same apology 
they would give a panhandler downto 
walked quickly away. The homeless guy stared 
after them and I went back to sleep. 

BLAIR MCLEAN 


nand 





Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada 


Everytime the winds starts blowing, the sky 
turns dark, the rain begins to fall, and the 
thunder and lighting fill my senses, I think it is 
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time. Everytime I see helicopters flying over 
my apartment toward the White House or an 
airplane flies too low, I think it is time. 

Iprepare for the end. I stop what I am doing, 
tilt my head skyward, close my eyes and think 
of all that I have done, and where I go now. I 
know that this could be the day that those men 
standing on milk crates on the corner have 
been yelling about - their God is coming. I 
know that this could be the day that our for- 
eign policy is finally repaid. 

So far, nothing has happened. The buildings 
around me still stand and my neighbors still 
wave every morning. The farmer has not yet 
called his chickens home and the fighting is 
still in distant places I have only envisioned. I 
do not know first hand what the costs of war 
are outside of economic data, and I still do not 
know whose god is the right one. 

Some day I will see bright lights; then I will 
know an eternal dark, 





JEFFREY PLAGGEMEYER 
vía email 





$275,976 
Legal Consulting 


Anatomy of a Successful Senate Campaign 


In the 2006 Senate race, Hillary Clinton spent $36 million on her re-election campaign to win a crushing victory in New York. On valet parking alone, 
Clinton spent over $27,000 - just a tiny foretaste of the projected $1 billion that the two main presidential candidates will be spending in the next election. 
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Christmas in China 


“Christmas,” says Mr. Honey, “is the day Americans celebrate 


the birth of Santa Claus.” Mr. Honey is a 20 year old sophomore 
at Guizhou University, the largest school in the poorest province 
in China. He sits in the front row of my Conversational English 
course, happily and actively participating in my lessons each 
week. “In our China,” he went on, “we never have a day to buy 
so many gifts! Americans are very lucky.” 

1 live in Guiyang City, nestled in the hills of western China. 

1 am physically and spiritually about as far as one can get 
from America’s culture wars. But if Mr. Honey is any indication, 
the War on Christmas has a new front, and 1.3 billion Chinese 
have weighed in on the side of secular consumption. So while 
another Christmas has come and gone, replete with the annual 
blustering and gnashing of teeth from those on the left and right 
in America, China reposes happily in the afterglow of a massive, 
Christ-induced corporate orgasm. Wal-Mart, Guiyang, is a 
pretty good place to go to get a sense of how the Chinese view 
Christmas. All of the employees wear Santa hats, and a rail thin, 
sickly looking boy who appears no older than 15 has been hired 
to play Santa himself. He has a white beard glued to his chin. 
He could comfortably fit into one of the legs of his red pants. 
He has apparently been instructed to run around the store at full 
speed, yelling incoherently at the customers. They love it. 

“Merry Christmas,” he yells to me in English. “Why are 
you running around like this?” | ask him in Chinese. “Because 
it is time to go shopping!” he yells back. He bounds off to 
the dog slaughtering section of Wal-Mart, where dozens of 
beagle carcasses are hung from meat hooks for customer 
inspection; Christmas this year happens to coincide with the 








local dog-eating festival, and Wal-Mart is milking both holidays 
for all they are worth. The store is absolutely jammed with 
frenzied shoppers, as are all of the other high-end stores in 
town. Christmas Day is the exclamation mark on a week-long 
capitalist dream-come-true. Everyone | know has rushed out to 
partake in the buying spree. 

There are two must-have items for a Chinese Christmas: 
silly string and an inflatable mallet. These items are used for the 
Christmas Eve party, which makes Mardi Gras look like a slow 
day in a nunnery. Young Chinese begin the evening by standing 
outside of the single Catholic Church in town. They spectate as 
people go inside. It feels a bit like hanging out before a Stones 
concert with members of the fan club. The crowd is fifteen 
deep, and everyone is drinking Er Guo Tou, a 100-proof paint- 
thinner of an alcohol that costs about ten cents a liter. By the 
time services let out, everyone is good and drunk. The crowd 
moves en-masse from the steps of the Church to the center 
of town, where they begin assaulting each other with their 
rubber mallets. A free-for-all of silly-string, vomit, and botched 
Christmas carols ensues. Within an hour, everyone begins 
stumbling home, happily numbed by the Christmas spirit. 

Mr. Honey, like most other Chinese, knows the true meaning 
of Christmas: buying stuff. He chose his English name because 
he is, he claims, “a very sweet boy.” He has sweetly listened 
to dozens of missionaries who have come to our university 
in an attempt to bring this part of the world into the Christian 
caliphate. He sweetly nods as they preach the Bible. And he 
‘sweetly sees Santa Claus as the central symbol of Christianity, a 
holy sheherd of capitalism. 

“I wish every day was Christmas,” Mr. Honey tells me with a 
smile, as he sips from a bottle of Er Guo Tou. “Does it feel this 
good in America?” im 
_Mike Levy 
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Plane Stupid 


In October of last year, Sir Nicholas Stern, former chief 
economist of the World Bank, delivered a damning report to 
British Prime Minister Tony Blair. The Stern Report had been 
commissioned by Blair to examine the economics of climate 
change, and its findings shocked the political establishment. 
Climate change, said Stern, could shrink the global economy 
by 20 percent. Economic disaster was waiting if politicians 
did not act soon. 

In response, Blair declared himself ready to act. Climate 
change, he said, would be *literally disastrous," and *this 
disaster is not set to happen in some science fiction future 
many years ahead, but in our lifetime." 

Six weeks later, Blair's government announced a national 
airport expansion scheme, with the creation of new runways 
at two major airports, and more to come. It was said to 
be “necessary” because air travel — the fastest-growing 
contributor to climate change — was forecast to grow rapidly 
over the next 20 years, and government had to cater for 
demand. 

It's this kind of disconnect that infuriates Leo Murray. 
Leo is a spokesman for one of Britain's newest and most 
effective radical green groups, Plane Stupid, which uses 
direct action to campaign against the aviation industry. 

“It’s total hypocrisy,” he says, “Flying on a plane is the 
single most irresponsible thing an individual can do, yet here 
is the government proposing to expand airports. They know 


that their plans to expand aviation contradict their climate 
change targets, but they are so tied up with economic growth 
and the airline industry that they just ignore it. Air travel is 
the frontline in the battle against climate change.” 

It's a battle that Plane Stupid are fighting with relish. 
Though the organization is barely a year old, its activists 
— who operate through autonomous branches all over 
the country – have already disrupted the world's largest 
international aviation industry conference in London; 
grounded planes by occupying the runway at East Midlands 
Airport; blocked the entrance to headquarters of the British 
Airports Authority, which runs the country’s airports; staged 
a roof-top protest at the corporate headquarters of EasyJet, 
the most prominent low-cost carrier; and temporarily shut 
down travel agents all across the country. Not content with 
this flurry of activity, Plane Stupid also oversaw Britain's first 
national day of action against short haul flights in November 
2006, which saw local groups demonstrating at airports and 
outside travel agents across the UK. 

It's an impressive list, but Murray says it's only the start. 

“We are going to physically prevent them from building 
more airports,” he says. “I actually think that public opinion 
is way ahead of the government on this issue. We have 
simply got to restrain demand for flying. If the government 
won't do it, we will.” im 
Paul 
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Dear Adbusters, 

Lam writing you this letter from a recy- 
cling station in Manchester. I am ready to 
change my life forever. 

Our relationship is over. I have been 
used by you for the last two years and you 
only ever wanted me to make your tea. 

You have pressed my button 27 times 
a week and I have always delivered. My 
polypropylene power switch can only take 
so much. You took my lead and used it to 
run your РС - that whole week I was left 
with only the toaster for company. You 
have filled me up with three times as much 
as you needed, wasting enough power 
to watch television for 26 hours. That's 
67 and a half cups of wasted water I have 
boiled for you. My water gauge has been 
completely neglected. You never de-scale 
me. We agreed that you would fill me with 
vinegar once a month, but I have been ig 
nored, left full of hard water. My element 
has lost its capacity to boil. My lifespan 
might be up to seven years, but you threw 
away my warranty, You have over-boiled 
me for the last time. 





I hav 





¢ seen you browsing through those 


home lifestyle magazines, spotting newe 





more wasteful models. Apparently I don't 
boil fast enough for you and I don't have 

a keep warm function. Go ahead and 

help increase carbon emissions by 220,00 


tonn 





s a year. 
vith 


you. 1 even had to wait up to six weeks in 


1 flew all the way from China to 





a warehouse near Leeds while they asse 





m 


miles 





bled my packaging. I was driven 21 


toa retailer. This created 10,173 pounds of 





carbon dioxide emissions. I have been put 
on display. You chose me. You paid £24.99 
for me. You threw away my packaging. 

But I must confess, all along I have been 
poisoning you. My un-sealed nickel cov- 
ered copper alloy element has been filling 
your tea with high levels of nickel. It has 
damaged your skin and left you infertile. 
All along you have been blaming your 
moisturiser. 

So now I am going to recycle myself. 
Maybe my injection-moulded polypropyl- 
ene shell can start a new life as a bicycle. 
Or my silicone rubber seal could become 
power insulation for solar panels. My 
aluminium floor plate now has unlim- 


ited horizons. My polycarbonate water 
gauge might even be used some day. Who 
knows? 
Yours forever, 
Adbusters’ kettle 


[Mysteriously, this missive was received about a 
week after Adbusters staff decided to dispose of 
a malfunctioning electric kettle. — Eds. | 


When I discovered Adbusters, it felt like 

1 finally found a link to people that felt 
just like I did. The best part was that there 
weren't any ads. I didn’t have to open a 
magazine and try not to look at my society 
telling me I had to be thin and beautiful to 
have worth. That I had to have money and 
shop, shop, shop or I would be left behind 
in this materialistic survival-of-the-fittest 
endurance test 

However, over the past few months I 
have seen ads in your magazine - a pretty 
unsettling fact. Oh, I know the ads are 
for your products and that the money will 
be used to fight the good fight. I know 
money doesn't come out of thin air for 
your lawsuits and magazine, which are 
both needed in the battle against corpo 
rate greed. But, 1 encourage you to look 
closer. 

Whether or not you realize it, you could 
be busting yourselves. For example, in 
issue #69, you have a Blackspot ad that 
reads just like any other sales pitch for 
ethink 
the Cool.” There is a picture of a young, 





laundry detergent or clothing: 


sexy urbanite revolutionary, jumping off 


the curb in his cool shoes and trendy tight 





jeans. This ad basically says, “if you want 


to bea young, hip, urban revolutiona; 





wear these shoes and feel like you are a 
part of something.” 

Now, I'm not saying that those are 
necessarily bad things, although it is sad 
that leaders of revolutions only seem 
to value the young and healthy to move 
things forward. I think you would do bet 
ter to have a page in your magazine that 
simply says, “Hey all, let’s do something 
new and good together. We need money 
to build a revolution that we want you to 
be a part of. If you need some shoes, these 
ones are pretty good because they are 
earth friendly, anti-sweathop, cruelty free, 


ADBUSTERS 





Are we ready to move from the margins to center 
stage in the ethical, ecological and political debates 
of our time? Take a look inside now at <adbusters.org>. 


in search of New Comrades 


In the late ‘90s there was a film called Injustice about deaths 

in police custody and the bereaved families’ struggle to bring 
the perpetrators to trial. | saw it with a couple of undergraduate 
friends at the Showroom in Sheffield. South Yorkshire Police had 
tried to take an injunction out to stop the film being shown. To 
my mind, /njustice is still one of the best documentary films ever 
made. 

Fast forward to the summer of 2006. The director of Injustice, 
Tariq Mahmood, is promoting his new book at a poetry night in 
Fallowfield. The book is the story of the Iraq war told in the style 
of a children's fairytale. After the reading, Mahmood prevents the 
DJ from playing a record and announces that there will now be a 
“discussion session” about the issues raised in the book. 

| ask him about the Syrian jihadis who are murdering Iraqi 
socialists and trade unionists. Where would they fit into a kid's 
book about the evils of the Iraq war? Mahmood tells me that 
these fundamentalists are a national liberation movement and a 
resistance to the US occupation. “All they have to use are their 
bodies,” he tells me. A blazing row ensues. Shaken with anger, | 
hit the bar. 

This anecdote seems to encapsulate what's gone wrong with 
the left over the last few years. Mahmood is not the only one 
of my heroes who has walked off an intellectual cliff. | got into 
politics at the time of the anti-globalisation movement and the 
Seattle riots. We believed that capitalism was not the best of all 
possible worlds; we believed in comradeship and justice and 
freedom. The atmosphere evoked Hunter Thompson's words 
that “there was a fantastic universal sense that whatever we 
were doing was right, that we were winning.” Now the anti-war 
movement demonstrates in Manchester and hold up placards 
calling for an Islamic caliphate and the right of theocratic regimes 
to develop nuclear bombs. What happened? What the hell 
happened? 

Anti-imperialism was a part of it. The main idea about Iraq 
was that it was part of George Bush's plan to turn the entire 
Middle East into an Enron client state. The apparent next step 
in the argument was that any group that resists US imperialism 
must be supported - no matter how far they may be from left- 
wing ideals and principles. Thus we have Alex Callinicos, an 
academic in the British Socialist Workers’ Party, talking about 
whose side he'd be of in the event on war with Iran: “I would 
be for an Iranian victory despite [Ahmadinejad's] anti-Semitic 
rantings, despite the regime's capitalist class base, despite 
the repression it perpetrates.” The left has now adopted Henry 
Kissinger’s doctrine of realpolitik. Ahmadinejad may be a vicious 
right-wing bigot, but he’s our vicious right-wing bigot. 

Callinicos's SWP allied itself with a group called the Muslim 


Association of Britain. At the great London march in 2003, this 
organisation handed out leaflets proclaiming that the punishment 
for apostasy (leaving the Islamic faith) should be death. The MAB 
also supports the establishment of a caliphate, and its views on 
homosexuality prompted one Indymedia reader to write, “I give 
this warning to the next SWP paper seller | see on Gay Pride: 
keep the hell away from us." In response to criticism, Stop the 
War figure Lindsey German claimed that gay rights should not be 
a "shibboleth" that prevented alliances with religious groups. In 
fact, there shouldn't be any of these shibboleths - not gay rights, 
not women's rights, not even a basic concern for humanity. 
Essentially, the anti-war left has sold itself out to the religious 
right. 

This is a disgusting betrayal. Everything we take for granted – 
sexual freedom, freedom of speech, the separation of church and 
state - was fought and won in the face of massive faith-based 
opposition. Now we may have to fight for these basic freedoms 
all over again - and it doesn't help when the established left is 
not only forming alliances with declining religions, but with the 
most conservative minorities inside these religions. 

We forget that most victims of Islamic zealotry are Muslims 
= from the bombings ordered by the cleric Sheik Abdullah bin 
Jabreen to the genital mutilation suffered by countless young 
women in the Islamic world. It shouldn't make the slightest 
difference that some of the fanatics also have a problem with 
Dubya. By supporting these fanatics, the left is backing the 
oppressor over the oppressed and the rich over the poor. 

These facts help to explain why the antiwar protests have 
shrunk to a few thousand, and why - unlike the 1960s protests — 
it has not produced a single writer or artist of distinction. Yet we 
need a revitalised left more than ever. We have been targeted by 
a gang of religious plutocrats who want to impose a theocratic 
dictatorship stretching from Spain to Iraq. As if that wasn't 
enough, we have to contend with our government's free market 
evangelism and onslaught on civil liberties. The divide between 
rich and poor is growing, and we are becoming an increasingly 
closed society. 

What to do? 

Astart would be to abandon realpolitik for international 
solidarity. We must support our comrades always and 
everywhere, whether they are striking Iranian bus drivers, Iraqi 
trade unionists or Mancunian public sector workers. There 
must be a return to the basic principles of liberty, equality and 
fraternity. Only then will we have banners worth marching under 
and slogans worth shouting. 

-Max Dunbar 


and pro-grassroots. Take ‘em or leave ‘em, 
and don’t buy them if you don’t need some 
shoes, because you know how we feel about 
buying things. Peace.” 
Now, how's that for an ad? 
HEATHER DEMETRIOS-FEHST 
USA (via South Korea) 


So, Adbusters, you don't know how to make a 
уба! youth? 
1,yabat, was made by frequent chld mo- 
lestation from male peers in elementary 
school, by people making false accusations 
against me and nobody ba 





ing me up, by 
being constantly persecuted as a homosexu- 
al in the Bible Belt, even though I’m not. By 
being molested, sodomized with a stick, and 
humped in the buttocks by male peers dur 
ing high school (both quite frequently). By 
being branded a traitor for being a Democrat 
in the heart of the Republican revolution. 

By being persecuted by the fundamentalist 
creationists for being secular, by my secular 
parents pressuring me into mental hospitals 


because I could not meet their fastidious 





demands (for instance, acheiving peace with 
the ubiquitous fundamentalist neocons). By 


subscribe online ad 


experiencing the chemical torture in these 
hospitals, which to me are just makeshift 
concentration camps. 

Sure, I was an honors student and varsity 
athlete in high school, but I quit school to 
cope and attempt to heal. I read incessantly 
My parents did not approve of my very last 
coping mechnism, so I snapped and went 


yabai. My yabai of choice: screaming, smash- 


ing dry wall, breaking glass 
If I felt safe around people at work, or 
if college were secular and substantive 
enough, I wouldn't be writing into Adbusters 
about being yabai. If I had been exposed 
to the humanities, and not so saturated 
with the creationist version of the natural 
sciences, | wouldn't be so imbalanced. It’s 
the humanities I use to extinguish the yabai 
within me. 
MY 
Georgia, USA 


letters 

email: editor@adbusters.org 
fax: 604.737.6021 

mail: 1243 West 7th Avenue 
Vancouver BC, Canada v6h 1b7 
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I want to join the |^ 
of Culture Jammers and 
Creatives and help change 
the way information flows 
and meaning is produced 
in our society. 








Ri Weiwei, Map оғ China, 2003 


The ironwood for this table-sized piece was salvaged from a 


demolished temple, then painstakingly assembled into its current 
form by a team of craftsmen working over several months. 


Critical art in China, from state suppression to global feeding frenzy. 


Editor: Clayton Dach. 
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For nearly 30 years, the government-mandated premise 
of art in China remained the same: the proper function 
of the artist is to glorify the proletarian masses, the 
motherland, and her leadership. Although the authorities 
frequently wavered on the specifics, in practice this 
translated into apple-cheeked peasants locked in heroic 
feats of cooperation for the prosperity of the nation, all 
under the watchful, benevolent gaze of Mao Zedong. 


Then, in 1976, Mao died. Without its prime architect, 
the Cultural Revolution was gutted. As some degree 
of normality returned to civil life, artists and other 
“intellectual partisans” — long the object of counter- 
revolutionary suspicion - exhaled. Then they went 
to work. 


What followed was a decade of extraordinary 
exuberance. Freed from past restraints, young Chinese 
artists embarked on a greedy experimentation with 

the techniques and tactics of nearly every historical 
modernist movement, from surrealism, to cubism, 

to expressionism, to Dadaism. Drawn together by a 
need to revolt against the stagnant uniformity of art 
under Mao, they were also swift to formally organize, 
beginning with a single Beijing group - Xingxing 
("Stars") - in 1979, and soon mushrooming into dozens 
of associations by the mid-1980s. Although their works 
were disparate - some artists contented themselves 
with aesthetic matters, others produced explicit political 
provocations - almost all shared a single, strident 
demand: representation in the state galleries, which 
remained the bastion of official art. 








Wang Guancyl, UNTITLED, 1986, OIL on CANVAS 


A familiar rendition of Mao - rendered in the iconic style of propaganda posters — is set behind 


unyielding lines that suggest a cage or dissection. As a key figure in the 19805 avant-garde, 
Wang Guangyi is now considered one of the titans of modern Chinese art; today, he reportedly 
lives in a luxury villa in the suburbs of Beijing and drives a Jaguar. 








The grisly events of June 1989 - during which 
thousands of pro-democracy demonstrators were 
murdered or injured by military forces in central 
Beijing - put an abrupt end to political art in China. 
Those artist-activists that had not been arrested went 
into hiding or self-imposed exile abroad, waiting out 
the veritable ban on non-official art in the country. 

It would be two or three years before such art could 
begin to re-emerge, but it would do so only under a 
different moniker and in a transformed state. This new 
"underground" art was, out of necessity, less overtly 
critical, more ambiguous, less confrontational, and it 
was made not so much in the context of organized 
movements, as it was the product of individual, 
isolated experiments. 


At the same time, the government's longer-term 
response to the unrest of '89 began to take shape. 
They would remake China — keep it fed, keep it 
clothed, keep it entertained, and in doing so keep it 
docile. It wouldn't be long before this new program of 
"socialism with Chinese characteristics" (increasingly 
a euphemism for capitalist free enterprise ruled over 
by a party dictatorship) succeeded in luring foreign 
business interests and investment. By the mid-1990s, 
working firmly under the gaze of Taiwanese, Hong 
Kong, and Western gallery reps, underground Chinese 
art had produced its first international art stars. 





Liu RENTAO, UNTITLED, MID 19905, OIL ON CANVAS 
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In March 2006, a modestly sized oil painting by Zhang 
Xiaogang — one of the mid-1980s cadre of experimental 
Chinese artists — sold for $979,700 at Sotheby's New York. 
There were many who took it as evidence that the market 
was perilously overheated. Eight months later, at a Christie's 
auction in Hong Kong, another of Zhang's paintings sold 

for $2.3 million, the most ever paid for a painting by a living 
Chinese artist. 


Chinese art, it seems, has arrived. 


Though the glittering skyscrapers, the sweatshops, and the 
insatiable demand for oil, wood and water get most of the 
press, China’s vertiginous transformation into an economic 
juggernaut has left no stone unmolested, not even in the 
cultural sector. The art districts have set out the welcome 
mats, the prospectors have staked their claims, and the 
auctioneers are just warming up their gavels. Make no 
mistake: this “underground” art is now a major export, in 
some ways no different than textiles, electronics, and plastic 
dollar-store fodder. 


Yet that isn’t quite the whole story. The very same record- 
breaking painting sold by Christie's - 1993's Tiananmen 
Square, with its fragile, blood-red lines rendered over paving 
stones in the eponymous landmark - attests to the ruling 
party's aptitude for brutality. That aptitude has not vanished 
in the intervening years. This past October, artist and activist 
Yan Zhengxue was abducted from his home by National 
Security police, who held him for weeks before formally 
charging him with “subversion of state power.” He joins the 
ranks of hundreds, if not thousands, of environmentalists, 
HIV/AIDS activists, cyberdissidents and journalists harassed, 
beaten and detained by authorities over the past year. Amid 
all of the censorship, suppression and surveillance, one thing 
can be said with certainty: despite the newfound glitz and 
cash washing over China’s underground art scene, something 
fundamental is still at stake. 

















ZHOU Kinonu, PARADE, 2003, 

INSTALLATION WITH CLAY FIGURES AND VIDEO 

An installation of a toy-like fantasy army parading through Tiananmen Square, like 

a hazy remembrance of China's capacity to display its might, military or otherwise. 

Although Zhou was born in 1960, and thus was able to experience the shock of the 

Tiananmen Massacre as an adult, China's newest generation of artists grew up in a 
ble information vacuum regarding such sensitive events. 


CHANG HUGONG, DOLLAR EUROCURRENCY SERIES ($50), 2000, SILK EMBROIDERY ON COTTON 

With their garish clothes and toy dogs and karaoke microphones, caricatures of China's growing middle class appear in many of Chang's large-scale silk embroidery 
works. The twist is that he takes advantage of China's legendarily cheap labor (that which is largely responsible for urban affluence) by having teams of skilled 
workers manufacture his pieces by hand. The arrangement is not unlike the industrial-scale sweatshops that employ artists to churn out copies of famous paintings, 
primarily for the Western retail market. In recent years, there have even been a number of reports of “underground” artists setting up Warhol-style art factories in 


order to keep abreast of demand from foreign collectors. 
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Undergound Chinese art meets footloose global capital 


Several years ago, | happened to overhear two academic 
economists at a café. They were having the kind of conversation 
about China as an investment destination that rarely gets voiced 
quite so directly. The age of escalating corporate profits would 
never come to an end, they marveled, because there would 
always be more peasants from central China available to exploit. 
In the last few years, a similarly excited quiver could be heard in 
the voices of Western art dealers with regard to the seemingly 
inexhaustible well of undiscovered Chinese artists. 

To understand the connection, one has to first understand 
China's real material situation. The country's spectacular 
economic growth spurt continues to be a bit like someone 
training on steroids: increased economic bulk has come at an 
unhealthy price to the social body. The overheated, export- 
oriented development of its coastal enclaves, the very thing that 
has created so much new wealth, has at the same time — through 
inflation and massive internal migration - led to a spectacular 
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widening of the income gap, creating perhaps the most 
economically unbalanced society on Earth. Anger is rampant in 
the neglected countryside, as is labor unrest in the cities, due to 
the increasingly epic nature of class inequality. Add to this the 
environmental costs, which have brought both horrific health 
problems and escalating waves of violent protest. All of this is not 
a side note, but an integral part of development cut to the needs 
of global corporations who are addicted to unregulated labor 
markets. The contradiction leads the ruling Communist Party to 
wild policy vacillations in its attempt to maintain control. 

This bears directly in the position of artists. It escapes no one’s 
attention that the highpoint of the last generation of Chinese 
artists - the ill-fated China/Avant-Garde show held at the National 
Art Gallery in 1989 (closed by the authorities because of art 
pieces incorporating, among other things, live gunfire and bomb 
threats), was followed closely by the bloody demonstrations in 
Tiananmen Square, led by students and intellectuals. Both the 





almost desperate-seeming artistic adventurousness of the 
185 Movement of artists and the massive popular movement 
against the Communist Party were consequences of a volatile 
era of government-mandated deregulation. Both were 
casualties of the ensuing crackdown. 

The paradox of the ‘90s was that at the same time that the 
state imposed its authority at home, it quickened the pace at 
which it opened itself to outside forces in terms of investment. 
The result was art that took advantage of the newly porous 
cultural space to experiment, but with a hesitation about 
making any kind of grand claim that art might affect society. 
The tellingly named “Cynical Realist” painters, including Fang 
Lijun, Geng Jianyi and Zhang Xiaogang, created images of 
society marked by a free-floating malaise and obsessive 
personal motifs. They became among the first international 
Chinese art stars, even as their spirit reflected intellectuals 
reconciling themselves with being cut out of the mainstream of 
their own culture. 

Today, the state maintains close watch on popular culture, 
and pushes its own priorities in the art schools and media 
as it sees fit. In their native land, the audience for Chinese 
experimental art is tiny, consisting of Westerners or a self- 
contained, exclusive group of peers and professionals, 
reflecting a much smaller hold on popular taste than the already 
largely ivory tower world of Western contemporary art. Hence 
today's absurdity of a global art boom in Chinese artworks 


Sun Yuan ano Pena Yu, 

CIVILIZATION PILLAR, 2001-2005, HUMAN FAT, STEEL 

Rarely shying from controversy, Sun Yuan and Peng Yu have worked with animal and human 
remains, including full corpses, on several projects. Here, fat culled from the wealthy clientele 
of Chinese liposuction clinics points to the excesses of a vain urban elite as well as to the 
country's burgeoning waistline. 


trumpeted as “socially critical” at the same time that the 
Chinese government (along with Google) has worked very hard 
to make sure that routine internet searches are censored. In a 
sense, this art is just another export-oriented commodity, but as 
with the export economy in general, the conflict between local 
realities and global interests ratchets up the tensions. 

This is the conundrum lived by many Chinese contemporary 
artists. On a series of silk-embroidered dollar bills, Chang 
Xugong stitches in grinning, red-faced portraits of the new 
middle class, in all their vulgarity, grafted onto American capital. 
Yet when examining the apparent satirical edge of these works, 
one must remember that Chang's practice echoes the status 
of these petit bourgeois figures - a small businessman himself, 
he employs a team of artisans to stitch his works from silk. The 
puffed-up, buffoonish faces presented in his works are a mirror 
for the avant-garde entrepreneur. 

From Liu Jianhua's headless, porcelain female bodies, strewn 
on the ground in suggestive poses, to Sun Yuan and Peng 
Yu's column standing as a tribute to the glittering new coastal 
skylines, made of fat gathered from Beijing beauty clinics, a 
theme in recent Chinese art is an identity constructed at an 
inhuman price. The latter work also marks a trend towards 
viscerally extreme performances and the incorporation of real 
animal and even human body parts into works. It’s as if artists 
were reacting to the increasing irreality of their position - caught 
between worlds that are increasingly knit together, but also 
increasingly in conflict - by engaging in ever more anti-social 
acts, pushing a wedge between themselves and the culture that 
they are supposed to represent on the global stage. 

Such strategies attest to something volatile, like the 
economic contradictions churning below the surface of twenty- 
first century China. Look at Zhou Xiaohu's Parade - hundreds 
of toy-like clay figures of aliens, dinosaurs and spaceships, 
meticulously recreating propaganda images of a Chinese 
military parade. Considered in the context of China as “the 
workshop of the world,” is this an image of toys taking on a 
real-world significance as military power? Or of Chinese power 
rendered as a harmless fiction in mingling with global culture? 
The piece trembles between these meanings, incarnating not 
just a "Chinese" cultural situation, but a situation of global 
forces in perilous equilibrium, heading for a major clash 
— something that's likely to take both smug economists and art 
dealers equally by surprise. i 


_Ben Davis is an art critic and activist living in New York. 





Liv JIANHUA, 
Opsessive MEMORIES, 2003, PORCELAIN 


Splayed out like pornographic teacups, Liu Jianhua's headless, 
armless porcelain figures offer us one image of humanity in the 
age of mass production. 


BEIJING'S ART FACTORY FEELS THE SQUEEZE 


Most of Beijing still gets around on bicycles. This was my 
main mode of transport when exploring the city, and | saw 
both the desperate and the enterprising use their bicycles 
to make money, offering service as movers of everything 
from furniture to tanks of butane gas. But | also saw more 
and more shiny new black Audis, once the privilege of 
government officials; now the nouveau riche buy the same 
models. 

Exploring certain areas of Beijing - like the downtown 
Sanlitun district, where franchised nightclubs like Babyface 
beckon with brilliant lights, inviting rich Chinese to mingle 
with expats - it's easy to forget that poverty is still the 
norm in China. Yet never too far off stands a janitor ready 
to sweep up cigarette butts or spilt drinks. As a young, 
Canadian political science student on a four-month 
program at Peking University, | had hoped to learn how 
Chinese youth feel about their country’s massive economic 
disparities, not to mention its recent political history. What 
I found is that most are verbally reticent, not wanting to 
jeopardize future careers with incorrect political attitudes. 
This is not the case with many of the nation’s artists, who 
were once silenced during the Cultural Revolution, and 
again following the Tiananmen Massacre, and who have 
over the last several years established themselves in 
galleries on the grounds of an old state-owned factory in a 
district called Dashanzi. 

Dashanzi doesn't look like much from outside: a former 
industrial area waiting to be developed into yet more 
condos, just like those that surround it. On arrival, though, 
one immediately senses the vitality of an artistic community 
that has waited decades to express itself. Industrial piping 
runs along the entire district as a reminder of days when 
the area was dedicated to making military electronics. 
Disintegrating propaganda posters hang alongside newer 
ones promoting art shows with grave titles like Existence 
in Transition. Rusty sheets of steel lean awkwardly against 
buildings, and warehouse doors that look like relics from the 
sea usher one into cavernous and apparently empty spaces. 
Until you step inside, that is, and find that every inch has 
been carefully considered. 

During my first visit, | encountered an exhibition opening 
titled /nternal Injuries, for which the artist, Ma Yanling, 
stood in the middle of the gallery holding a gun to her 
head. | gasped. Was I witnessing suicide as art? It took 
a second for my eyes to focus beyond the soft haze of 
lights surrounding her, and to realize that she was posing 
for a large group of photographers amidst a series of 
photographs depicting her in the same pose in different 
parts of Beijing. 


Such expressions of dissent are clearly not always 
tolerated. Around the corner stood another gallery with a 
very official-looking ‘censored’ notice on its closed doors. 
Within were images by artist Shen Qi of his own four- 
fingered hand - he severed one digit as an act of protest 
nearly two decades ago - with news reports and family 
photographs superimposed on the palm. Of note was a 
photo of the artist as a boy standing proud in his Mao cap, 
part of a not-so-subtle allusion to everything destroyed 
by the Cultural Revolution. Similarly, at the last Dashanzi 
International Art Festival, held in May 2006, government 
officials banned outright many of the pictures waiting to 
be displayed, including an image by Gao Qiang of Mao 
swimming in a Yangtze River filled with blood. 

While censorship is still prevalent, there is also the 
recognition that lively cultural production opens the door to 
foreign investment, which is less likely in the face of a major 
crackdown. It didn't take me long to discover that, despite 
constant surveillance, subversive pieces continue to hang 
in the foreign-owned galleries, Ironically, while many of 
these artworks target the disparity between rich and poor, 
the patronage of the wealthy is a large part of the reason 
why they don't disappear from the public eye. Recently, 
for example, artist Wu Junyong held an exhibit in Dashinzi 
called The Sky Has a Mouth, where he displayed stills 
from three of his films. One reappearing image was of men 
bending over, with stacks of dollar bills flying out of their 
bums. He showed his work at the Chinese Contemporary 
Gallery, which has sister galleries in London and New York, 
and is owned by an Englishman who was seen handing out 
Pims cocktails at the Beijing opening. 

But the level of foreign patronage may already be 
undoing the district. With each successive visit, | noted 
established gallery spaces being torn down to make way 
for new, more commercial businesses. Rent is increasing, 
and development pressures are forcing out smaller artists, 
a reminder of how fragile Dashanzi is. One of the design 
exhibits showcased in Dashanzi this summer was fittingly 
titled MAD Under Construction - emblematic, perhaps, of 
what is going on in China as a whole. Foreign investment 
and all its implications have helped to send this city and 
much of the country into an unprecedented frenzy of 
activity; in a city where every plot of land translates into 
high economic returns, however, this particular cultural 
community may not be able to weather the storm. im 


_Alexandra Stevenson will be graduating from McGill University 
this year. In addition to studying Mandarin at Peking University, 
she has studied and lived in Thailand and Singapore. Her blog is at 
lafillequirit. blogspot.com. 
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The Prophecy 


As alone pickup truck blazed across the unforgiving desert, leaving the requisite trail of dust rising behind in its wake, 
spiraling against the clear blue sky, a smooth, masculine voice slid in, “Not just another pickup, but the best selling 
truck in North America for the last ten years. Out here, your best friend isn't a dog, it's the traction only four wheel 
drive can provide. Power through any obstacle: sand, mud, or rocks. Nothing can stop our trucks, not even Father 
Time. If African rebel militias trust their lives to our trucks to carry them through the horrors of the battlefield, you can 
count on them to take you wherever you need to go. Our trucks will outlast you, we guarantee it.” A frenzied pop song 
pumps its fist in the background, amplifying the off-road testosterone. 

The camera pans ahead, to a completely different scene. The results of millions of trucks continually sold, as the 
howling deserts expand across the earth, everything overtaken by scorching desert sand. As the ice caps melt, and 
the oceans rise with the temperature. The coastal domain of man is taken over by fish, swimming through the remains 
of an ancient, roofless pickup truck. The minnows, almost smiling as they dart, playfully, through the hole in the grill, 
where an omnipresent logo once was. The truck, now their playground. Like a prophecy, it remains as a monument to 
our thoughtlessness. 

_Lee van Westerborg 





